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ADVERTISING SECTION

The plaintive request of the little child fora doll, a wagon
or some simple toy is the most touching thing in the world.

Gladly you will deny yourself so that you can satisfy the
want of the child.

And we would not have it otherwise. For childhood
takes its pleasures with inexpensive toys—things that we
should be able to give them. The message we would like to
impress is that you can have the things you need and give
your children the things they would like. The way is easy.

Itis only necessary to buy right. Thrift is common sense
applied to spending. The Sears-Roebuck way is the sensible
way. We guarantee to save you money.

Already we are serving nine million homes, or more than
one-fourth of all the families in the United States. Sears,
Roebuck and Co. have become the World’s Largest Store
because we lead in service, in, quality and in saving. We
buy in immense quantities and sell direct to you. We sell
only quality merchandise, the kind that can be honestly
guaranteed.

Our New Big Catalog for Fall and Winter is ready for you. Itshows

35,000 opportunities to tave on everything you need for the family, the
home and the farm.

Sears, Roebuck and Co.

CHICAGO -« PHILADELPHIA DALLAS - SEATTLE

Send for Your FREE Copy

1f you baven't a copy of our
New Big General Catalog,
send for it today. This con-
venient coupon will bring
you frec our great’ Fall and
Winter book, with its 35,co0
bargains.

‘We own and operate Radio Station
W LS. Tuneinon 344.6 meters,

WorLps Lmarsr j{rons

When hldr

'l—/’Tl;il the coupon TODAY (o the store nearest you

| Sears, Roebuck and Co.
! Chicago - Philadelphia « Dallas « Seatde
| Send Latest General Catalog.
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“I can run my Bulldog furnace steady for fourteen

of fifty cents.” So writes F.R.. zke.vfﬂevdl
North Dakota He adds: “'Hard to belieye isit? That’s
Jrhat some of my neighbors thought until X showed
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it does
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Company sartod 3 s o boy aud at. the o of
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to get Into the big money
The  Intemational Correspondence Schools have
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you full particulars by return mail

. or ot
bow 1 i m qmuy L th postlo

bson Bros.ssssssssuass:
and California Ave., Dept. 14-56 Chhlno

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2174.D, Seranton, Pennn

The oldet'ond aroest corraspondence schoals n the world
blgation an my part slesss toll me

I SALESMANSHIP
Business Munagement Advertistng

st L St
i i taography an

Arking v Danking Law  FiBostoges Easlisn
Amnnlnmlintlndln(@l’.‘.) ciril Serri

“Aecouncing " [JRatlway Mall Clerk

Bonkkseping |Common Schoal Subjects:
Spanish g Sehont Surjcts
[French rading

TECHNICAL AND |||nun‘lun. ‘Sourses
[Electrieal Englneering

Electele Lighting Arehitecs® Biueprints
Mechanical Englnper Contractor and Butldsc
Mechanicat Drattsan jaxchilectural Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice Conerete Bullder
Ralirosd Positions Structural Engineer
Gis Engino Operatiog. [Chemlstry (] Pharmecy
Sirveping snd Maopt A otion Eogioes,
urvoying snd Maoptng no
Moty Wilihne  Hasieiture Sad Poutey
Sieam Eagtneering 0 Radio matics
o
Street
Adire
. State. -

o esiis - Ganads, send
Tkl Goteepoma o S outs Comaion. Limiteds Movsrocs

In ‘aniering amy advertisement on this page it s desirable that you mention thia mogazing,



ADVERTISING SECTION

Capless tube
with new
device

Original tube
with threaded

Tube

. potTirhe?

Way back in 42 B. C., Publius Syrut

“Powerful indeed is the empire of habit.
Sixteen centuries later Shakespeare wrote:

“How use doth breed a habitin a man!"”

Since the copyrights of both these authors
have expired, Il use their niftles to illustrate a
point.

The Mennen Company perfected an ingen-
ious opening device for tubes that replaced the
old-style threaded cap. This invention, applied
10 Mennen Shaving Cream tubes, was hailed

*as a masterpiece by millions of men. My mail
was flooded with enthusiastic letters,

Yet here and there was a man who frankly
confessed that he was “‘sot” in his tube ideas.
The ingrained habit of years was too strong
%o change overnight.

Now 1 know that no Mennen user would give
up the cream, even if we packed it in burglar-
proof safes. But I want every Mennen fan to
know that he can have his cream in the tube that
suits him best. We have kept right on pro-
ducing Mennen's in its original package.

Every druggist has Mennen's in the old
tubes as well as the new. “You pays your
money and you takes your choice.”

Either type of tabe costs 50c and containg
the shaving cream that has created more good-
will and honest appreciation than any other

man-product ever made.
/.:.‘ Hroog
proa R

MUNSEY’S
MAGAZINE

No story continued in the next
issue. Each novel and short
story complete. Munsey's for
September contains two partic-
ularly attractive features—

A stirring story of adventure in the West

“The Lost Range”

By Eleanor Gates

And a sparkling comedy of present-day
life in England, entitled:

“The Prodigal Mother”

By Alice Rix

Munsey’s contains 192
pages of clever fiction.

25c a copy at the news-stand
or $3.00 per year by mail direct
to your home.

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY
280 Broadway New York City

In anawering any advertiscment on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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INGERSOLL

DOLLAR STROPPER

Robert H. Ingersoll, origlnator of the famous Ingersoll Watch,
 offers sou his remarkable new Almtion: iat riuiss Juck: bstousess
to used blndes. makes them laut longer and give clean.
o Shsves. Already satistying thousaas

. Hundreds of shaves

from every blade!

. The INGERSOLL DOLLAR
STROPPER makes it possibie
keep razor blades €ood for
a whole year—HUND! uns
oat

3
with 1%:n. Strop and Patent
Plated Iiolder. Au\nmnzh:-lly pnu
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WANT $1900 to $2700 Yeal'?
e ok

ROCHESTER, N. Y.

REATER Stories Campaign in ARGOSY-
ALLSTORY WEEKLY will hold you all
agog with interegt mot only in the stories

themselves, but in features connected with the
presentation. The director in charge of Argosy
aims to give the 19 der storics

. Dept. 932.5R

$625 Extra Mc-mey
in Two Months

A Salesman’s Record.
*'In February I mmclenﬂyexmddmynluqnm
to permit me to receive $125 in extra money (n that
‘month over and above my l’l llar earni
J. B, Le ls, ialty salesman, resenting a
prominent American manufacturer in Mexico Gity.
“In March I ex: my quota by more than 600

%;lsﬂonll"le“inK ideas
Send for Salary-Doubling Plan

double—triple—a e e Ll
yuu i o aemmt o day ex
periencel LaSalle nd and. pragticai
Salary-doubling plan which has added million
and millions of dallars to the earning power of its
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i time, chnk o gt
that appeals to you, ill in your name and ad-
reas, -ndilmc_tbo ropon o the mslh TODAY. =
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
The World's Largest Business Training Institution
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1 sbosld be glad to recelve an outline of
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of “Promo-
Hantn Sner S withoat obligation.
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DPersonnel and Employ-
ment Management
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Efficient DEffective Speaking
DOBanking and Finance OC. P. A. Coaching

x

combined with n and surprises that will
* make the season ol 1925 26 the most notable in the
magazine’s history. Further details in two weeks.
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The winsome guardian of your hair cries:

“Stmple care is safest!”

MAYBE you don’t believe

in elves any more, but a
lovely real one watches over
your hair and she crembles
with fear every time you say,
“Well, what should I ty
next?”

“Don’t experiment,” she
pleads.  “Just get your hair
clean and soft and beautiful,
and that is so easy.”

Elves don’t ordinarily both.
ermuch with scientific matters,
but they have been investi-
gating the writings of scientific
gentlemen who really know.

This is what they found:

“You can keep your hair
beautiful and fluffy and glossy
by cheerfully shampooing it
two or three times a month
with pure soap and soft water,
and by gaily brushing it every
day with a clean brush o give
it the glorious sheen that every
woman wants,”

‘When it comes to soap, the
elves just naturally assume that

e

youwilluseIvory. Theyknow
it is pure and mild and safe.
‘Whenyoumassageyourshape-
Iy head with that lovely rich
Ivory lather and feel the tiny
cleansing bubbles gettingright
down to the depths of your
hair, you, too, will know how
pure and mild and safe it is.
And, oh, how fine your head
will feel and how beautiful
your hair will look —soft and
fluffy and deliciously dlean
smelling.

You will use Ivory for your
face and hands and bath too,
of course, just as millions of

“ IVORY SOAP-99%,, % Purc It Floars Other careful women do.

Copyright, 192, by The Procter & Gamble Co.. Clnclanatl

Procter & Ganble
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He passed his hand under theldcte:ﬁve’s coat, found the shield, and removed it

“THE BORROWED SHIELD

By Richard E. Enright
Police Commissioner of New York City
(Copyright, 1925, by Malcolm Strawuss)

ONLY BYRNE MACARTY WﬁULD HAVE DARED THE MOB FURY OF
THESE DESPERATE BLACKMAILERS AND BATTLED IT THROUGH

E LICE COMMISSIONER RICHARD E. ENRIGHT’S new story is here. With.
the old-time punch, speed, fire! And more—

“The Borrowed Shield ” whirls you into a den of treacherous thugs quick
€nough-to make your tongue do a somersault. 'And it doesn’t get any peace until the
Story smashes through to its last big battle atop a towering skyscraper.

The burly, red-fisted, warm-hearted Byrne Macarty is in trouble and he doesn’t
Wasteany time settling it. Neither does the gang who helped get him into it. You
3"\:‘2;% that you get about as close to the red fury in his story as it is safe to.
. HFW 481
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For nothing can stop Byrne Macarty when he gets his head down. And nothing
can get by the gang which he is after. The result when they hit is—well, you don’t
have to guess what happens. And when you read the story you won’t have to guess

either.

Police Commissioner Enright has put some real New York speed into his tale and
then spilled red pepper all ‘over it. You may have to close your eyes when the fighting
gets too thick, but that won’t keep you from knowing what’s going on.

For “The Borrowed Shield ” makes
no stops. It carries you through at record
speed. And it furnishes everything the
reader can want: Fun—Action—Romance
—Mystery! You will be. eager for every
one of its four terse installments.

CHAPTER I
THE INJURED SLEUTH

= AB, sir?”
Hazard glanced care-
lessly at the driver of
the hansom, who leaned
down from his lofty perch
and repeated the husky
. voiced inyitation: “ Cab, sir? Drive you
round the park, sir?”
- ‘The cabby’s face, seen in the rays of the
electric light, was the shape and color of an
unsalable beet. His mustache was bristly
and of a white that ran through shades of
dirty gray to nicotine amber. His plug hat
was old-fashioned and, like his coat, it was
of an indeterminate greenish color. His
clothes were like something that had been
left out all night; and his voice sounded
that way.

Rick Hazard contemplated' this relic of
an earlier day with mild amusement as the
cabby urged: “ Nice little spin around the
lake?” Then a silent voice within him said:
“ Why -not?”

It was still early. One thirty of a sum-’

mer morning was early, according to Haz-
ard’s reckoning. But the young man was
fed up with fox-trotting and the other
ingredients of a little party, so he had
slipped away from the sound of cocktail
shakers and hectic laughter, glad to be
alone. Fed up!

Rick glanced back at the door of the
hotel he had just left, saw a flutter of white
silk skirts pausing on the steps, as if the
wearer were looking for some one; and that
decided him. He was nof ‘going to be
dragged back!

Blrivisom do.?%m

There was a special reason why it would
not do.

Swiftly he slipped into the dark, cozy
recess of the hansom, and directed in his
cool, well modulated voice:

“ Through the park. Round and round
till T say stop.”

As the old nag jerked into motion, a
girl’s light voice called from the hotel door-
way:

“Ricky! Oh, Ricky-boy! Come along
back to mammal”

But she had not seen him. For once
he had escaped from Gladys. He was

e,
Rick Hazard drew the full topcoat over
his shirt front, took the glossy tylinder
of silk from his overheated head, and leaned
back luxuriously, listening to the clop, clop,
clop of the hoofbeats on the asphalt.

It was a night of full moon, fit for ro-
mance, dalliance, or swordplay. But from
the former, the Romeo stuff, Rick was
escaping by stratagem and ruse. While
as for the swordplay—well, for that he had
come into the world a couple of centuries
too late.

A quiet, leisurely drive round the park,
and then home to his orderly bachelor
quarters and to bed. To-morrow he would
see about a reservation for the West, say
the Canadian Rockies—any primitive place
far from New York. That was his program.

He felt that his placid jogtrot through
the shadowed drives had let him slide back
through the years to a more peaceful age.
The epoch before syncopated melodies and
synthetic gin had corroded the nerves of the
nation.

Motor cars flitted past him. Sometimes
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they rushed past with a burst of song and
hysterical laughter. Sometimes they darted
by with a sinister snarl of the engines, as
if theywetebwndona.nermndoimur-
der.

How far away all this senselss racketing
seemed when one was jogging in a han-
som! How delightful was this quiet stretch
beside the brook and over an old stone
bridge!

So ran Hazard’s thoughts, and just at
that mament he saw the horse suddenly
go crazy and try to stand on its hind legs,
while the cab swayed and lurched and shim-
mied beneath him.

The glare of an auto headlight was in
Hazard’s eyes; the roar of the engine min-
gled with the clatter of the frantic horse-
shoes beating the pavement, and the rumble
of the cabby’s curses.

Then, with a smashing, splintering im-
pact, the auto crashed into a granite pillar
at the bridge approach. No car could keep
its wheels to the ground with such a jolt.
Hazard could hear it ralling and splashing
down the brushy bank and into the creek.
By the time he leaped from the hansom
the car had completely vanished. Only a
groan from the darkness of the ravine as-
sured him that it was a smash, a real smash,
and not a lurid dream.

The cabby produced a pocket flash light
from his shabby livery. Snatching it, Rick
scrambled down the incline and threw its
white glare upon the crumpled, yellow sides
of the wreck.

A ghastly object was wedged between the
car and a bowlder.

One more wild taxi driver had got his.
The life had been crushed out of him as
surely and savagely as a boatheel kills when
it comes down uj a beetle. A single
glance showed that the driver was dead.

But inside the crumpled auto was a living
wictim, and judging by his profanity, more
furious than frightened.

Hazard wrenched and tugged at the door,
forced it open by exerting every ounce of
his young vigor, and half carried, half led
the injured passenger part way up the slope.
At the first rock that made a resting place
the victim collapsed wnth.a sound between a
curse and a groan.
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Hazard could not carry the man, two
hundred pounds of bone and muscle, and
had to let him down, half sitting, half re-
clining on a flat stone.

The flash light showed his features, reso-
lute, square cut, smooth-shaven but' for a
black cropped mustache. The face was con-
torted—whether with pain or rage it was
hard to say. A trickle of blood ran from
temple to jaw.

Rick was feeling the man’s arms and
chest to see whether any bones were
broken, when he felt a strong hand grip his
elbow.

“ Cut out all that,” snarled the victim.
“It’s my side that’s hurt. A slat or two
cracked—but that’s my affair.”

- “Tll get an ambulance—*

“To heck with an ambulance! Wait!”

The injured man seized the flash light
and turned it on Rick Hazard’s face. The
young “man took the sudden glare and the
scrutiny without flinching, as the #ictim
sized up the narrow eyes, set jaw, and bony
features of the rescuer.

“Youwll do,” he said curtly. “ You've
got a fighting face; and you're straight.
You've been a soldier—I can see that.” He
dropped the flash light and reached into
his breast pocket. “ Here’s the warrant,”
he blurted out. “ Drive like hell to West
Seventy-Second Street. Pick up the first
cop you see. Tell him I got a hot tip that
Cadmire—get thatP—Laurence Cadmire—
the slickest crook at large—is in Apartment
213 A.” He mentioned an address in the
West Seventies. “ Tell the cop to get Cad-
mire. If anybody’s with him, hold the gang>
Don’t let anybody get away.”

“Say, who the—" began Hazard; but
the stranger interrupted savagely.

“ Byrne Macarty, that’s who I am.”

“ Byrne Macarty!”

Rick’s voice showed that Byrne Macarty
was a name that meant something. No use
going to the Canadian Rockies for big game
if Macarty was going to let him play in is

game.

“ What are you waiting for? Here’s the
warrant,” barked the officer. Macarty
groaned and his sharp, commanding voice
trailed off weakly as Rick held him in his
arms, “I'm mussed up considerable—in-
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side,” he gasped. “ But don’t think of me;
think of Cadmire. Nail that bird!”

Rick thrilled at the phrase. It was clas-
sic in the annals of crime. “ Nailbird Ma-
carty ” was the name that yeggs and gun-
men coupled with weird oaths and threats
of reprisal.

More than one bullet had grazed his
skin, shot from ambush in the underworld.
Knivs and bombs had been tried by the
gangsters to get rid of their enemy. But
Maca.rty ’s luck had saved him somehow.

* Many a crook would have been willing to
do a long stretch to be in Rick Hazard’s
place at that moment. For Byrne Macar-
ty’s frame suddenly relaxed in the young
man’s arms. The torture of his injuries
abruptly conquered him. The detective was
unconscious; he was helpless as a baby.

" Like a flash Rick Hazard’s mind jumped .

to a daring project—why not take a hand
in this game? He was keen for adVenture.
Here was his chance to get the biggest thrill
in the world. ‘Why call on a cop? Why be
an innocent bystander?

Rick suddenly decided to make that ar-
rest himself.

With a gentle movement he allowed Ma-
carty’s body to sink upon the ground, and
very softly he felt for the gun and hand-
cuffs, slipping ‘them into his own pockets.

Then he passed his hands lightly under
the detective’s coat, found the shield and
removed it, then sprang to his feet. “ What
do I want with a cop?” he muttered. I'll
pinch that crook with a borrowed shield.”

Carried away by the thrill of the game,
it did not occur to Rick that he had com-
mitted a serious crime. Perhaps he would
have taken a chance even if he had thought
of that detail. .

This encounter had been so swiftly mov-
ing that the cabby had only had time to
quiet his trembling nag and bring the han-
som around to that side of the road. He
was peering through the bushes at the glim-
mering flash light when Hazard leaped out
of the brush, shouted the address, and
flashed Macarty’s badge before his eyes.

“ Burn up the road!” he cried. “ Traffic
rules are all off!”

The driver laid his wlup to the horse’s
flanks with a chortle of delight.
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“1t’s a dick I've got for a fare!” he mut-
tered. “ It’s like the good o}d days! Glory
be! I'm not a dead one, after. all!”

The hansom tore through the park like a
runaway.

CHAPTER II
APARTMENT 213 A
hansom, clattering furious-
ly as if the devil himself held
the whip, swung out into-a
main roadway of the park:

Rick, clinging to the seat
to keep from bouncing to the pavement,
noticed the difference in the traffic at once.
The road where the accident had oecurred
'was an obscure byway, off the through route
of taxis,

He reflected that it might be some time
before any car would pass within hailing
distance of the injured detective. It would

" be an act of common humanity to call up

an ambulance and send it to the rescue.

But Macarty’s iron will dominated the
young man even at that distance. “ Nail
that bird! Don’t think about mel” It was
a command.

Rick Hazard felt as if he were going
into No Man’s Land once more. Obe-
dience! That was the first duty in action.
He decided to let Macarty shift for himself
and shove on.

The hansom was tearing along like a
drunken sailor. It was never built for such
speed, and the course it made was a peril-
ous zigzag. But the cabby cracked his whip
and sat on his high seat with the joyful
recklessness of a broncho buster.

“ Giddap, you Dan Patch! Shake a fet-
lock!” he shouted. "

To himself he chuckled happily: “ Och,
Larry Boyle, me lad! This is the day I've
been praying the saints to send me! It’s
the old days on the track all over agin. Me
in the sulky, with me feet qn the shafts
an’ a black seegar in me teeth. An’ before
me a trotter that split the wind till it sang
in me whiskers. Giddap, you Maude S!”

Taxicabs gave them the road. Even the
hardened, blue-jawed drivers were aston-
ished at t]ns apparition.

“Hil” they bellowed. “Hi, therel”
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'
* thinking that was the proper way to check
a runaway horse.

Others let out cries of derision or bawled
some hoarse witticism, but Larry Boyle on
his perch and Rick Hazard in the shadowy
body of the cab did not even bother to

reply.

Like the driver with his cracking whip,
Rick was seized by the sudden call of ad-
venture.

He was living! The chase was on! The
biggest of all big game—a man—was to be
bagged. The rest of the world could go to
the devil. .

Not untit the foam-flecked horse darted
out of the park entrance and across the
path of a clanging trolley on Central Park
West was there any serious interference.
The motorman threw on the brakes with a
bull-roaring expletive; the wheels of his
trolley let out an agonized squeal, and the
passengers were thrown into a huddled con-
fusion.

But the hansom escaped -the side-swipe
by the thickness of one coat of paint and
plunged wildly and erratically down Sev-
enty-Second Street. The brisk, fog-laden
wind from the river blew flecks of foam
from- the horse’s bit into Rick Hazard’s face
and seemed to lend fresh spirit to'the nag.
1t must have been a good horse in its day,
for it showed wonderful endurance.

But a very undersized flivver, carrying
two policemen, had passed the scene of
that narrow escape, and the officer at the
wheet turned a wide circle and took up the
pursuit.

The cops must have thought it was a
runaway, not a reckless driver, that was
making the disturbance, for they made no
effort to stop the hansom with a shot or
two. They plugged along behind with all
the power that Henry Ford had given
them.

Where Seventy-Second Street crosses
Broadway they had almost caught up with
the hansom, but there was just emough
traffic to interfere; not to stop the officers,
but to slow them down.

Taxis were speeding uptown, carrying the
after-theater supper people, men in white
shirt fronts, women in silks and jewels, who

looked on as if it were a show, Through .
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this maze of cars and pedestrians the two-
wheeled hansom wriggled like a scared liz-
ard, and it was halfway down the block
before the police department Ford over-
took it and began to crowd it toward the
curb.

One officer was on the running board
with a heavy red hand outstretched to
seize the lines of the supposed runaway,
when Rick acted decisively. Swinging to-
ward the cop, he extended his gloved hand
that still clutched the borrowed shield. As
the policeman started at the sight, an im-
maculately dressed clubman flashing a
badge in his face, Rick spoke sharply:
“Lay off! I'm working with Macarty!”

Instantly the cop grinncd ‘with - compre-
hension.

“ Nail that bird!” he retoned as if it
had been a password, and over ]ns shoulder
he spoke a word to the man at the wheel,

“ Need some help?” asked the latter, as
the cab drew away from the Ford.

“ Not needed. I’'m working on the q.t.””

Rick instinctively stuck to his.resolu-
tion and turned down this offer of assist-
ance, which he might need desperately in
the next few minutes.

When he had time to think about it, he
realized that it was because Macarty was
invariably a lone wolf. He did not hunt
with the pack. Macarty was therefore the
type who could handle a case that deman8l-
ed special skill and daring.

It must have been that reason in some
corner of his brain that made Hazard wave
with an air of dismissal to the pair of
zealous officers in the police department
Ford.

The man at the wheel sheered off and
began to turn in a wide circle, while his
companion stared reflectively at the hansom
clattering toward the river.

As the cab was swallowed up in the
fog, the cop at the wheel remarked: “A
close-mouthed son of a gun!”

“Who is?”

“ Byrne Macarty. That was him.”

“ You're wrong, Malachy, me lad. This
bird said he was working with Macarty.”

“It was him, Dennis. I seen Macarty
once at headquarters. I know.”

“ Aw, you're nuts!”
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 Mebbe so. Just the same, if that ain’t
Macarty—Nailbird Macarty—I'll make a
stew of me belt an’ eat it.”

“Let’s stick around awhile,” suggested
Malachy. “It’s just a long shot we may
be needed. It can’t do no harm—that’s
sure. In case we hear a whistle, we'll be
ready to jump in an’ help.”

“You said something! When Macarty’s
after a guy something big is likely to
break.”

So the Ford swung around the corners
near the river in the Seventies, and through
the fog the dispute -was continued obsti-
nately.

At the same time that the officers were
arguing about Macarty’s identity the man
who carried his shield was entering the
apartment house.
¢ It was a palatial apartment and well
guarded by a doorman in livery. Only the
uniformed giant happened to be asleep
when Hazard pushed open the glass door.

Like a ghost in evening clothes, Rick
slid silently past him in search of Apart-
ment 213 A.

He stepped into the elevator, shook the
colored boy who was dozing on the leather
seat, and said:

“Wake up! Apartment 213 A. And
make it snappy!”

The boy jumped like a rabbit and start-
ed the elevator before he could think of an
answer; then he sulkily rolled his eyes at
the stranger and asked:

“Is you expected, suh? Did you send
up your name?”

Rick wheeled on him with a furious
growl that made the boy shrivel up. He
had expected that question and was pre-
pared for it.

He opened his coat and flashed the bor-
rowed shield in the eyes of the elevator
boy.

“ Do you see that?” barked Rick.

“ Yassah, boss. I sees it puffickly.”

“Stop the car! Stop it right here be-
tween floors. I want to talk to you.”

“It’s stopped, boss. Oh, please, Mr.
Cop, I ain’t done nothin’!”

“Do you know what the penalty is for
obstructing an officer of the law in the
performance of his duty?”

FLYNN’S

“’Deed I don’t, boss. Is it plenty?”

“It’s twenty years at hard labor. Get
that? A twenty-year stretch. What do you
think of that?”

Rick thrust out his jaw and the negro
shook and turned gray.

“De law is too easygoin’. It ought to
be a life sentence—an’ from that up, if
you axes me.”

Rick smiled grimly. “ I see that we un-
derstand each other,” he remarked. “ Now
listen to me, boy. Obstructing an officer
means refusing to help in making an ar-
rest—or giving an alarm. That makes you
-an’ accomplice before the law, and you
draw the same sentence as the criminal.”

“ Oh, golly, boss—I ain’t refusin’ noth-
.y

“ Lucky for you. The man in 213 A is
wanted for murder.”

Rick wanted to impress the negro, re-
gardless of facts, and he succeeded.

“My lawdy. That means hangin’.”

“ The penalty is electrocution.”

“ Dat’s even more deadly. Elocution! I
don’t want to pass out that way. What you
‘want me to do, cunnel?”

“ Get me into 213 A without any noise;
that’s all. Tl attend to the rest.”

“Thapk you kindly, sah. Vassah. I
can fix you up. I got a pass key.”

“ Come across with it.”

As Rick took the key from the trem-
bling fingers of the negro, he remarked:
“Now go ahead. Let me off at the right
floor, and mind, if you let out a peep the
judge will send you to the chair as sure as
God made little apples.”

A moment later the wearer of the bor-
rowed shield stood before the steel door
of 213 A in the silent corridor.

CHAPTER III
DEALING FOR A DAUGHTER

AHILE Rick Hazard stood in the
il corridor he did not guess that
he was preparing to intervene
in something far more impor-
tant than the arrest of a crook.
Vet so it \was. A tepse drama of man’s
boundless greed and woman’s unselfish love
was playing behind the door marked 213 A
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that night. And fate had cast Rick for a
leading réle in that drama.

When the much wanted Cadmire stole
into the apartment house that looms above
the Hudson in the Seventies a tip had been

phoned to Macarty. by an underworld spy -

who for months had been hoping for such a
bit of luck.

Though the master crook did not know
about this tip, he had a hunch, the mys-
terious sixth sense of wild animals and
human fugitives alike, that things were
about to break wrong.

But he shrugged and lit a cigarette. He
was a fatalist. A shadow crossed his fmme,
aristocratic features, but with the first puff
of smoke his normal impassive expression
returned.

Laurence Cadmire might have been a

- British officer, to judge by his well-bred
voice and manner, his-level glance from
greenish-gray eyes, his trim mustache, and
his soldierly bearing.

He was tall, athletic, well groomed, and
keen witted; an -opponent worthy of the
best efforts of the detectives who trailed
him. If' it had not been for a warped moral
sense, Cadmire might have become a great
figure in the world, instead of being what
he was—a marked man in the underworld.

In fact, it was his great personal charm
and his many gifts of mind and body that
had made it possible for him to pose as an
English “ younger son,” and win the hand
of Ruth, a daughter of -the wealthy Rei-
nards of Washington Square North.

The marriage, eight years before, had
mleant only wretchedness and terror of dis-
grace for the poor girl. She had died after

jving birth to a daughter, a beautiful,
‘black-eyed little cregture named Amy, and
it was for the possession of this child that
a struggle had been carried on ever since
by the Reinard family and the unworthy
father.

Old Colonel Reinard had tried by every
means to make a decent man out of the
husband of his daughter. Cadmire laughed
at his sermons, but took his money. He
came back for more gold and more, until
finally the attempt to buy off ‘the scape-
grace had been abandoned.

Then Isabel, the younger sister of Ruth,
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'
tried her powers of persuasion. She prided
herself on being something of an actress
and tried to get into the good graces of
Cadmire by associating with him and meet’
ing his friends.

But the result had been disastrous. Isa-
bel had been made an unwitting tool of
the polished crook in one of his most daring
robberies. One of her own friends was
robbed of her jewels, and- the information
had been skillfully secured from Isabel her-
self.

With horror she realized that this man
would hesitate at nothing, not even at using
his own kin to commit a crime. e un-
derstood too well the fate that was in store
for little Amy if the ingratiating scoundrel
were allowed to keep the child, and she
made one last offer. All the money she

. could raise by selling her pearls and bor-

rowing on her inheritance was the price she
offered for her sister’s child.

And that night, at Anne Hayley’s apatt-
ment, the deal was to be closed.

When Cadmire entered the apartment
‘Anne was waiting for him. He nodded to
the white-haired, frail-looking old woman,
and remarked: “ The kid’s to go with Isa-
bel to-night: I've made a good bargain.”

Anne Hayley looked at him with bright,
black eyes that showed astonishing vitality
for so old a face.

“0. K., Larry,” she replied. “ Il blow.
You'll want to talk things over.”

“ Sure. Be at the Acropolis Club in case
anything goes wrong. Better hurry. Isabel
will be here any moment.”

“Tll be on my way, then.” She hesitated
ag she threw on her coat. “ Will I be seeing
the kiddie again?” she asked, and there was
a wistful tone in her voice. “ I never knew
I could love anything until I took care of
your Amy. I thought my heart was all
through with that kind of foolishness.”

“ Maybe you’ll see her again,” replied
Cadmire. “ It’s a small world. Even if Tsa-
bel makes a lady of her, you may run up
against her some d

The old woman made as if to enter the
bedroom for a farewell glance at the child,
but Cadmire irritably dismissed her.

“Be on your way,” he said. “T've got
to get this over with and beat it.”
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The old woman cast one longing glance
at the bedroom door, threw a kiss to the
sleeping child, and departed.

Anne had been gone for only a few
minutes when Isabel gave the three rings,
the agreed signal, and was admitted.

“ Have you got the money?” was Cad-
mire’s greeting. He wasted no ceremony on
the beautiful girl who despised him.

“Yes, That is, not all. I could only
bring ten thousand cash to-night.” She
was gasping with the fear of what he would
say. Her eyes sought for a sign of the child.

“Only ten thousand! Say, don’t try to
gyp me!” Then his manner changed. He
assumed a smiling mask.
‘Reinard, how truly unfortunate that our
little deal is off!”

“Don’t say that. Tll get the rest to-
morrow. I couldn’t get more to-night. Fa-
ther refused.”

“The old sanctimonious hypocrite!™
.snarled Cadmire. “ Thinks more of his dirty
money than his darling Amy! All right!
1 was letting her go too cheap, anyhow.”

Isabel laid a hand on his arm, but he
shook it off with a curse. Then with mock
deference he raised the fingers fo his lips
and bowed.

“ A hand so lovely, such tapering fingers,
such tender white skin! What a pity that
‘such a dainty hand should come to me—
empty!” He dropped it with an evil grin.
“All right—the deal’s offl I keep the
child!”

CHAPTER IV
. A DEATH THREAT

JET me have her,” pleaded Isa-
bel. “I tell you I will get
you the rest of the money in
a few days. You know I
wouldn’t deceive you.”

“No woman will ever deceive me,
dear lady. I expect from them nothing
but lies.”

His tone was so venomous that Isabel
recoiled as from the hiss of a snake.
“ That is strange language from you, Lau-
rence!” she exclaimed indignantly. “ Vou
who have deceived so many women—wom-
en who trusted you as my sister did!”

“ My dear Miss-
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Cadmire laughed harshly.  She threw
herself at my head,” he sneered. “ They
all do, the poor fools. Hoping they can use
me if I once fall for their charms. What
they call love is just a game of skill—only
T happen to be the better player.”

“ Everything you say makes me realize
that you are no fit person to take care of
that innocent child,” cried Isabel with tears
of indignation in her eyes. “ Let me take
her, Laurence. You don’t love her. Why,
you couldn’t possibly love her and speak as
you do about her mother.”

“ Nevertheless, she is my child. It would
be against nature to separate father and
daughter.” His tone was mocking as he
watched her anguished face. “ What is
more, it would break her little heart to part
from her father.”

“T don’t believe it. I don’t see how the
child could possibly love anything so cyni-
cal and cold-hearted as you are.”

“Oh, you don’t! Well, it is bad form
to contradict a lady, so I'll not say that
you’re mistaken, But just to amuse myself
with a little test I will demonstrate how
much she cares for me.”

He went into the bedroom, picked up
the little girl with amazing tenderness of
touch, and brought her into the living room
and placed her, still sleeping; on the daven-
port.

Amy was an exquisite picture of dnldxsh
bnuty as she lay thus, the dark curls tum-
bled about her ﬂushed face. She had gone
to sleep in her clothes. It had been ex-
pected that Isabel would take her awa)
that night. It was an elaborate dress™
white chiffon with coral ribbons, so dainty
and ﬂuﬂy that she looked like a little sleep-

& Oh the angel!” gasped Isabel,
over her. “ How she reminds me of Ruthl
1 must have her!”

But Cadmire held her back by force.

“Stand there,” he said. “I will stand
here by the piano. Now, when she awakens,
we will both call her. We will see whom
she goes to. I am so confident of the result
that if she goes to you, Isabel, you can
take her, and I will call the ten thousand
dollars payment enough.”
. While Isabel stood breathlessly gazing
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at the child, Cadmire struck several chords
-on the piano, glancing first at his daughter
then at Isabel with a sardonic smile. Sud-
denly the man struck a loud discord, and
the child awoke with a start. She sat up
rubbing her eyes and blinking about the
room. Her gaze rested for a moment on
Isabel, who smiled and opened her arms
invitingly, then shifted to her father’s face.

With astonishment Isabel saw that his
cynical mask had been transformed into a
tender and winning smile. She realized
how that consummate actor had been able
to play with the hearts of women, and at
the same moment little Amy sprang from
the couch and ran toward her father with
open arms.

“Oh, papa, papa,” she cried.

glad you've come!”
. “There you see,” remarked Cadmire,
sinking into a chair and taking the little girl
on his knee. He felt in his pocket and
brought out a bit of chdcolate wrapped in
shiny tinfoil.

“If you really love her—and I almost
think you do—you should let me give her
a chance to grow up a decent woman,”
blurted Isabel.

“You don’t trust me with my own
daughter?”

“T think you would bring her up to be-
come a thief like yourself,” retorted the girl,
white to the lips. “ When I think of how
you broke my sister’s heart I could kill you!
‘When I think of how you made use of me—
worming out of me the whereabouts of Mrs.
Stronfeld’s jewelry—robbing my friendl—
no, I don’t trust you. I believe you would
‘bring up that child to become a decoy for
your robberies.”

“Cut it out!” snapped Cadmire, spring-
ing up angrily. “I don’t care to hear your
opinion of me—you and your Snobbish
family mean nothing to me. But I'm going
to hang on to Amy, because I know that I
can use her against your whole tribe. If I
ever get in a tight fix I know I can count on
old Papa Reinard’s millions to get me clear.

“ He would do anything to keep me from
going to the pen. A convict for a son-in-
law! That would be more than his pride
could stand, hey? And as long as I'm in
control of his daughter’s child I have one

“T'm so
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sure method of squeezmg out some of his
money now and then.”

“ Oh, you unspcakable ‘brute!” The girl
was queenly in her rage.

“Gad! Youw're a wonderful actress,
Isabel. I'd like to see you doing Lady
Macbeth. Now, listen, 'm demng out to-
night. D've just pullerl off a nice little job
and I've got fifty thousand dollars’ worth of
diamonds in my clothes. I'm leaving the
country and maybe I’ll retire. Ves, I think
T’ll buy some nice little business and keep
inside the law from now on.”

“Do you mean it, Laurence? Will you
really go straight if you get away?”

“Imeanit!” Cadmire moved toward the
bedroom. “I’'m going to change to travel-
ing clothes right now. I’m leaving inside of
an hour. And I'm taking Amy with me.”

He picked up the little girl, whose eyes
‘were again heavy with sleep, and placed her
tenderly on ‘the davenport. Then as he
moved toward the bedroom door he jumped
as if a shot had struck him.

It was the gentle click of the key being
inserted in the lock of the door. .

Like a flash, Cadmire was inside the bed-
room and had pulled Isabel after him.

“It’s a dick,” he whispered. “I had a
hunch I was trailed. Now listen, get that
dick out of here. If you don’t Ill shoot
him without warning. Think up a sob
story, make him go with you somewhere, or
Tl croak him and you, too.”

Isabel stared at him with dilated eyes.
She knew too well that he was in a deadly
mood and would keep his promise to kill.

She nodded yes, and at the same moment
stepped outside the bedroom door.

The door of the apartment was thrust
open as she stood there and Isabel con-
fronted Rick Hazard.

CHAPTER V
FEMININE POWERS
CK HAZARD, his hand on
the gun concealed in his
pocket, was standing face to
face with the loveliest woman
b he had ever seen, either in his
waking hours or in his dreams

She was a little above medium height, but
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she carried herself like a queen. She ap-
peared stately. Her figure seemed to
have at once the slenderness of the wood
nymph and the ripe fulness of the Greek
ideal.

Apparently it was from her that the Jjttle
girl on the davenport had inherited her
crown of dark curls, and the woman’s face
was of a wonderfully pure pallor, the
ivory pallor that needs no heightened color
to make it alluring.

But more impressive than the woman’s

did not allow her to be

-FLYNN'S

Rick Hazard watched her lips curl in
amusement and was fascinated by their
brilliant color. They were scarlet and
curved, as if a flaming petal had been
dropped upon a cool surface of ivory.

“Yes, I must have come to the wrong
place,” he said. ““F've not been here be-
fore. The address was given to me.”

“ Perhaps T can help you.” In spite of
her poise this strange divinity was far from
hostile. She was even willing to help him
out of his embarrassing plight. She was a
woman of the world; he was quite

a who had made an

beauty was her poise, the regal quxhty Lbat
by th

most unexpected encounter.

As she stood before this strange intruder
she looked at the young man with un-
disturbed gaze from her deep brown eyes.
Tf she had been a queen receiving an ambas-
sador from a friendly power she could not
have been more completely master of the
situation.

Isabel waited for him to speak. With
one hand she gave the child a gentle caress
to quiet her, and the little girl, who had
started up, sank back into slumber.

Any other woman, Rick thought, would
have demanded in an agitated falsetto what
he meant by walking into a strange apart-
ment. -

But she only looked at him

innocent blunder; it was a tactful thing to
avoid making him feel absurd. That was
the part she played.

“ Possibly I can direct you,” she sug-
gested.

“The man P'm looking for is Mr. Cad-
mire, Laurence Cadmire.”

Rick looked at her square in the eyes as
he spoke that name, but she gave no sign
that she had ever heard it before.

“ Cadmire!”. she echoed. * Laurence
Cadmire! No, Pm afraid that I can’t help
you after all. I've never heard of the
gentleman.”

She looked at the young man with an air
of friendly dismissal, and as he hesitated,

sh in her genﬂy

and the stender hand which lay lightly upon
her breast did not tremble.

Even in that fleeting glance Rick noted
how slender and tapering were the fingers,
how carefully tended were her rosy polished
nails, and how the single emerald, flat and
_square in its platinum setting, added to her
queenliness.

The young man felt himself grow red and

His silk bat was in his hand.

He heard his own voice saying, with a

- strange humility: “ I beg your pardon! I'm
—D'm afraid I've made a mistake.”

There was a gleam of amusement in those
large dark brown eyes that searched his
own. A sparkle of gentle mockery as she
replied in a voice that was all music, yet

somebow had no hint of weakness. “A-
mistake, evidently!”

She !oakcd at him with a half smile, wax(-
mg for him to explain how he

even ac

“ This is General. Carteret’s apartment.
He’s my father, you know. I'm Isabel
Carteret.”

“1 hope you will pardon me.”

“Of course!”

Somehow, he knew not how, Rick found
himse}f once more in the corridor zegatdmg
the closed door of 213 A.

Hazard stared at the closed door. H).s
expression was blank.

His mind was not blank, however. It was
like a speeding film of incredibly beaufiful
features and expressions that shifted from
one enticement to another, in bewildering
suceession.

Pretty girls he had known aplenty.

Beautiful women were nothing new in his
Tife.

But this girl, “the daughter of General
Carteret,” had suddenly effaced all Mh!r
‘women fmnx his memory.
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Gladys, that charming bit of femininity,
who had trted to,call him back to the party
an hour ago, was non-existent now. So were
the Maries and Dorothys, the Kittys, and
all the rest of his past.

Equally forgotten was the warrant in his
pocket and the duty that had been imposed
upon him by the iron-jawed Macarty.

Hazard lingered outside her door,
wondering what excuse could serve him to
speak to her once more. Could he call the
next day to offer formal apologies for his
intrusion? Would she receive him on
such a transparent pretext?

Another question gnawed at his mind:
Was she married? Was the little girl her
daughter? It seemed likely, buf for all
that she might be lrec Perhaps she was a
widow.

Rick Hazard was tortured by the most
persistent question that had ever racked his
mind, yet it was impossible to press the
bell and ask for a reply.

He could not say, “ Pardon me, but are
you free to marry?” Yet at that moment
he would have given a thousand dollars to
know.

While he hesitated there the seconds
slipped by and grew to minutes. The cor-
ridor was still and deserted. He moved
slowly away.

Could he have looked within the room at
that moment he would have siffered a
severe shock.

TIsabel had tiptoed to the bedroom door
and opened it a crack.

“He’s gone,” she said.

“ Who was it?”

“ An officer. It must have been. He asked
for you.”

“A dick!”
‘under his breath.
now?” -

“I don’t know. I told him he had the
wrong number. He apologized and left.”

“You damned idiot! Don’t you know
hé’s laying for me outside? Why didn’t
you take him clear away from here?”

“How could I?”

“ What did he look like?”

Tsabel described him in general terms.

“That would be Macarty, Byrne
Macarty,” whispered Cadmire angrily.

Cadmire swore violently
« Listen girl, where is he
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“ Now, if he sticks around here I'm done
for. You've got to get rid of him.”

“ What shall T do?”

“I've got it. Go out in the corridor and
look for him. Act frightened—as if you'd
got bad news. If he is in sight run to him
and tell him you've got a phone message—
your father’s had a stroke. That’s the stuff.
Beg him to take you to the Acropolis Club
—work on his sympathy.”

As TIsabel hesitated Cadmire added:
“You can take Amy with you. If I make
my get-away you can keep her.” .

At this promise Isabel yielded without
hesitation.

A moment later Rick saw her door open
and Isabel was running toward him, the
radiant creature of his dreams.

Her face was strangely drawn by excite-
ment and terror, yet even so it was beauti-
ful; the ivory cheeks had taken on a tinge
of feverish color; her eyes were no longer
cool, but alight with tragic fire.

““ Oh, come back, please come back,” she
gasped as he turned toward her with a
smile.

“ What is wrong? What has happened?”

“Oh, it’s terrible. My father! Just as
you left there was a phone from his club.
He’s had a stroke. He may be dying.”

“My God! How awfull”

“He wants me to come to him at once.
Can you take me there. It’s so late and
I'm afraid. Oh, my poor father! He may
be dead before I can get there.” -

“Of course I'll take you. I'm only too
willing to serve you. Where is the club?”

“Not far. Just a few blocks, on West
Eighty-Third Street. I be with you
directly. Wait just a second.” She re-
turned to the apartment and came back
‘wrapped in her cloak and carrying the child.
“ Father would want to see her if he’s still
conscious.”

Rick took the warm burden from her
arms and they hastened down the corridor.

“We won’t wait for the elevator,” she
said. “It’s so slow.”

Rick ran with her downstairs, and the
feeling of her light hand on his arm was as
intoxicating as the faint perfume from her
hair and the appealing cadence of her voice.

They flitted through the lobby with only



492

a sleepy salute from the doorman, who was
awake this time, or at least half awake.

Outside the apartment house the river fog
seemed to strike a chill into her delicate
flesh. Isabel drew the cloak about her
slender shoulders, glancing about for the
expected car.

CHAPTER VI
RICK MAKES A PROMISE
ICK had hastily directed the
cabby to wait near by, not in
front of the apartment where
the hansom might be observed,
but a few doors away.

Larry Boyle had brought the nag to a
halt under a street light and painfully
climbed down to inspect his steed. That
noble animal stood with its legs braced far
apart, blowing and panting, head down and
ears drooping. But the owner regarded it
with pride.

“1’d never ’a’ thought you had it in ye,
Zev, me boy!
life in the old plug yet.”

He rubbed its trembling legs and patted
the soft nose.

“ That’s what breedin’ does,” he mur-
mured. “ Man or beast, it’s all the same,
‘When we get into a tight hole—into a race
for life, or a scrap with a tough bird, where
would we be without our ancestors? I'm
askin’ you!”

Larry went back to the cab and brought
out a thin blanket, with more holes than

. fabric, which he laid over the animal’s back.

“ Gotta watch out for your health. No
use takin’ chances with a A 1 piece of hoss
flesh like this is,” he muttered.

Meanwhile the old man kept his ears
alert for a hasty summons from the apart-
ment house. He had no idea of how long
his fare might be gone. There might be
pistol shots, a woman’s scream, before that
mysterious business was done.

Then, without warning, Rick sppcared at
the door of the apartment, carrying a child
in his arms and accompanied by a woman
whose costume and manner showed her to
be a lady.

“Will that be a pinch? That swell
skirt!—I wonder now!” thought Larry

Tl teil the world, there’s
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Boyle, hurriedly preparing to receive his
passengers.

At the sight of the waiting hansom RickK
blurted out an apologetic expletive. “ That
blasted cab! It’s mot good enough for
you! Tl ring for a taxi!” He drew her
back toward the lobby.

“No, no mo! Don’t go back! The
hansom will do.” Tsabel laughed in spite
of her anxiety as she saw the cabby strip
the blanket from his horse and scramble up

to his

“ How quaint!” she exclaimed. “ ¥ never

rodemaha.nsumuib Can it go fast?™

ick helped her in and sprang into the
seathmdehcr, pausing just long emough to
hand the cabby a twenty.

“ Acropolis  Club, Wat Eighty-Third
Street, near the Drive,” h directed. “ Show
speed!”

“ Speed it is, sirl”

Larry Boyle was puzzled. His fare was a
dick, and he had gane to make an' arrest.
Could this be a “ pinch”?

But the respect with which Rick had
assisted his companion into the cab seenved
to make that idea impossible. No lady
crook ever received such deference from an
officer.

And the address was not the nearest
police station, but an “ exclusive ” club on
‘West Eighty-Third Street, so exclusive that
the cabby had never heard of it.

“The Acropolis Club! Sure, that’s a
new one to me! Must be one of them
swell gamblin’ joints for trimmin’ million-
aires,” he commented as he swung the whip
over the horse’s bony flanks.

As the cab clattered up Riverside Prive
Rick might have sent a thought after Byme
Macarty, lying injured-in the park, only at
that moment the young man’s attention was
entirely taken up with a more engrossing
subject.

He was trying to comfort Isabel Carteret,
who had taken little Amy in her lap, and
was now sobbing and stroking the hair of
the sleeping child. *

The strain had been too much for her.
Now that she was out of Cadmire’s presence
she could not control herself.

“ Please, please don’t cry!” Rick re-
peated again and again, giving her shoulder
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a comforting little pat. “Please, Miss
Carteret—Isabell”

There, it was out.

He had called her by her first name, and
she had not rebuked him. He longed to
slip his arm about her waist and to give her
the caresses that would -express his sym-
pathy and love, but he did not dare.

It was hard for' Rick to be downhearted
over the fate of General Carteret, as he
should have been. After all, he had never
seen the general.

But he was sincerely moved by the girl’s
distress. He drew closer to her and said,
“You must promise me one thing, Isabel.”

“Yes, - What is it?”

“ Promise me that you will let me be
your friend. I want you always to call on
me when you need help. No matter what
happens, remember that I am your friend.”

“Do you mean that?” She looked at
him with eyes brimming with tears.

“T do mean it!” His voice was trembling
with emotion. “ When*I saw you first I
did not dare hope that I might serve you.
Tt all seems like the working of fate. Doesn’t
it?”

“Does it?” she mused.

In her contemplation of the mysteries of
fate her mind was taken off the tragedy of
her father for a few moments, and for this
Rick was glad.

CHAPTER VII
DR. PASCAL’S COURTESIES

AS it fate that brought us
together?” she asked. “Or
‘was it something else, some-
thing that has a more
commonplace name? How

did you happen to open my door?”

“I—T can hardly -explain.”

“But, of course, you can explain! Who
told you to go to apartment 213 A and
ask for a Mr. ——. T forget his nd:cu!ous
name?”

Her eyes sought his in the dimness of the
cab, and she remarked suddenly, “ By the
way, I don’t even know your name.”

“Richard Hazard! Usually called Rick
by people who like me—~I hope you will call
me Rick.”
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“ Agreed! On one condition! Tell me
frankly why ‘you opened my door to-night.
Why, you didn’t even ring. And the key!
How did you get a key?"”

“It’s a strange story. You'll hardly
believe it.”

““Oh, yes I will. You're too honest to lie,
Rick.” His name sounded very tender on
her lips. N -

“All right, then, here goes. I walked
into 213 A with a warrant for Laurence
Cadmire.”

“ A warrant!” She drew away from him
as if he had been a snake. Once more
she was acting a part, for she had guessed
his errand. “ Are you a detectwe? A plain
clotlies man?”

“ Nothing so useful, I assure you, Isabel.
Society could not hold together for an hour
without policemen and detectives, but it
could get along very nicely without chaps
like me; who have more money than sense
in spending it.”"

“T don’t understand what you are talk-
ing about? You hint that you are a rich
young man about town, yet you go around
with a warrant in your pocket. Is it a
lark?—a smoking room bet?”

““No, it’s not a bet, it’s an adventure. It
was a dare—and ever since.I was a kid I
couldn’t turn down,a dare.”

Briefly he told her of the encounter with
“ Nailbird Macarty,” and how the warrant
and the officer’s shield had come into his
hands.

T her excitement Isabel seemed to have
forgotten the grief that had overtaken her.

“Is this all true?” she exclaimed, leaning
toward him. “ You're not just telling me
this?”

“Here’s the answer.” Rick drew .the
warrant from his breast pocket, then passed
her the shield, which he let her take in her
hands and examine.

“By some rotten bad luck Macarty was
given a false address—or maybe he was so
startled by the accident that he got the
numbers twisted.”

“ That must be it,” agreed Isabel, return-
ing the shield.

As Rick slipped the shxeld and warrant
into his topcoat pocket he remarked with a
profound air: “ Just think, dear—” He
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paused, but she did not show any dis-
pleasure at the endearment. “ Just think if
I had been given the right number I might
have been leading a criminal in handcuffs
this minute instead of riding in a handsom
with you.”

“Or, again, you might have encountered
a man with a gun and be flying about with
the angels at this very minute!”: she re-
minded hin,

“That’s sol  There’s always a chance!”

““ Well, it’s wonderful! Fate must have
had something to do with it. Here, driver,
stop!  You’re going past the corner!” For
they were passing Eighty-Third Street.

Larry Boyle swung his nag about sharply,

ing the girl’s and stopped
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a suave individual in formal evening clothes
passed her swiftly inside and then laid a
detaining hand on Rick’s arm.

The young man was staring into a pair of
masterful black eyes under dark bushy
brows. He got the swift impression of a
welcoming smile that showed strong white
teeth under a sweeping black mustache.

“ Come in, my dear sir,” exclaimed the
stranger. “T cannot let you go without
telling you how grateful I am for bringing
Isabel here. Pascal is my name, Doctor
Pascal.”

‘The man’s tones were honeyed. He had
grasped Rick’s hand and pressed it firmly,
and Rick found himself in a Juxuriously
ished hall with the closed door behind

before a totally unimpressive house that
might have been a home of some millionaire.

“This is it. Stop here!” cried the girl,

owing open the apron of the cab.

“Ys this the Acropolis Club?” began
Rick. “ Are you sure this is the place?”

“Certainly! Of course! They are ex-
pecting me. Don’t you see?” -

Already a light showed through the crack
of the slowly opening door, though the rest
of the house was shrouded and silent.

Isabel, with the child in her arms, was
halfway up the stairs before Rick overtook
her.

“Don’t try to come with me, please.”
She said it in a low voice, but her tones rang
with determination.

Rick hesitated. “ Are you sure it is all
right? I may be needed. Can’t I wait at
the door?”

“No, no, no! If you are really my
friend go! Go now!”

“T’Il wait for you in the mb then?”

“No, don’t do that euher There’s
nothing you can do. I'm with friends here,
father’s friends and mine.”

“ At least let me call to-morrow and in-
quire how your father is? Let me call to-
morrow morning, Isabel.” He longed to add

“ arling”
“Yes, do that! But not here. At the
apartment. And now, good-by—Ric

There was a wealth of tenderness in her
voice at that moment of parting. She thrust
him gently from her.

But as the door opened to admit the girl,

him. Isabel and little Amy had disappeared
upstairs.

A touch on his shoulder caused Rick to
turn, and at the same instant the man with
the black mustache had sprung upon him,
twisting his arms violently behind his back,
and two other men who had sprung from
nowhere bound him and forced a gag into
his mouth with the swiftness of experts. /

Rick Hazard let fly with his feet, caught
one of his assailants in the pit of the
stomach and had a swift vision of the ruf-
fian doubled up and gasping with pain.

The next instant Rick had the sensation
of a chimney toppling over on his head.
The constellations were dancing before his
eyes, and then everything went black.

CHAPTER VIIT
TOASTING A DETECTIVE

ICK him up, boys,” cried the
| man who had called himself
| Dr. Pascal, and with the toe
| of his boat he shoved the un-
consciotis form of the young
man to one side.

His two assistants, thick-muscled, Jow-
browed ruffians, who looked like thugs, took
hold of Rick Hazard, one at the shoulders
and one at the hl:els and preparéd to carry
him upstairs.

The door of the drawing-room was thrust
open and a number of men, young, old, and
middle-aged, ran into the hall," some in
evening dress and some in smart and well-




THE BORROWED SHIELD

tailored tweeds. They all had the strained
nervous expression of men who play for
large stakes and take long chances. They
were all sober, yet it was plain that the hip
pocket flasks had been circulating.

“Good stuff! Fine work!” Lhey cried
and slapped the “ doctor ” on the shoulder.
“ He’s the first dick to get into this joint,
and, believe me, he’s booked for a warm
welcome!”

The unconscious man had been hustled
upstairs after the doctor had deftly gone
through his clothes.

“ What's all this row about?” A white-
haired man with startlingly youthful com-
plexion stood at the head of the stairs and
called down. He was in a purple dressing
gown, and his hair was tumbled as if he had
been sleeping.

There was a chorus of boisterous laughter
and exclamations from the crooks in the
hall.

“It’s a pinch, Harry! The joint is
raided. That guy is a dick. You missed
all the fun.”

,But “Dr. Pascal” silenced their kid-
ding with one upraised hand and explained
what had happened.

“We've bagged a prize, Harry. Cad-
mire gave us a hot tip over the phone. He
said he was sending us his kid and -his
sister-in-law in care of Detective Byrne
Macarty.”

“Byrne Macarty!” cried the white-
haired man. - “ Was that Byrne Macarty?”

“That’s what Cadmire said. He told
us to look after the girl and turn his kid
over to Green Goods Annie, and as for
Byrne Macarty, we could do as we liked
with that bird. He’s makin’ us a present
of the dick.” -

“ Well, what we are goin’ to do to him
will be plenty!” exclaimed Harry. “I hope
you didn’t croak him, for I want to have
the pleasure of putting him on the grill be-
fore he passes out.”

“Don’t worry. Mike just dusted him
off with the blackjack. When he wakes
up, we'll all be on hand to give him a
little panty.”

“ Cadmire was certainly slick to get rid
of the cop like that,” chuckled the doctor.
“ Macarty was right there in the apart-
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ment with him, with a warrant in his
pocket, and now look what’s happened.
T've got the warrant and the shield.” Dr.
Pascal threw back his coat and showed the
shield pinned to his evening vest. “The
dick is locked away in a room upstairs
and Cadmire is getting ready to blow.”

“Yeah! I know. He said when he got
a little stake, he was goin’ to make his
get-away and take a vacation. I guess he’s
on his way to Canada by this time.”

“The bulls will be watching every sta-
tion and motor road, but I guess Cadmire
will fool ’em all right. That boy’s never
so happy as when he’s making a monkey
out of the police force,”

“That’s right! Where did you put his
kid and the girl?”

“ Green Goods Annie has the kid. She’s
goin’ to take it with her now. We're to
hang on to the girl for a day or two and
then turn her loose. She’s locked in a
room on the top floor and the dick is
in the next room.”

“ Well, I guess we’'d better open a few
bottles to celebrate,” remarked Harry, and
he descended the stairs to join his fellow
criminals. ¢ Just one thing — you ‘don’t
think that cursed dick has planted any-
body outside, do you?”

“Not a chance! Macarty was alone.
That’s the way he always worl

“ Just the same, we all want to be able
to blow at any moment. There might be
a raid in case Macarty had left word where
he was going. Is there a car in the next
street?”

“ Sure thing! We've got a car there for
a quick get-away as usual.” /

‘Al set! Let’s open up some fizz water
and we’'ll all drink a toast to our guest,
Nailbird Macarty!”

The gang gathered about 2 long table
in the back parlor of the old-fashioned
house. Bottles of a variety to suit all
tastes were produced, ranging from the
white mule of the moonshiners to the finest
champagnes ever brought from France.

Part of this was the loot from hi-jacking
operations, for the gang plied all kinds of
criminal trade. Some of it was booty from
a millionaire’s mansion on Fiftlr Avenue,
pre-war stuff of the highest quality.
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Tumblers and wine glasses were filled
and Dr. Pascal stood at the head of the
table acting as toastmaster.

“ Gentlemen, are your glasses charged?”
he began with a sardonic smile. “I rise
to propose a toast to our honored guest,
the flower of the Force! Here’s to De-
tective Byrne Macartyl May he get a
good dose of what he wished for us!

“ May he be pinched by Satan, carried
to hell in a hwry-up wagon, given the
third degree by imps with hot pitchforks,
and tried by the devil and given a ten
million-year stretch at hard labor, stoking
the fires in helll
Bless his soul!”

There was a loud chorus of guﬁfaws as
the wast was drunk.

CHAPTER IX
TOWARD EAST RIVER

Rick Hazard was the
victim of the criminal gang,
TIsabel was a prisoner upstairs,
ignorant of what had befallen
her companion.

The girl, with little Amy in her arms,
had entered the hall of the so-called Acrop-
olis Club, and immediately she was passed
on by Pascal to the white-haired, frail-
looking woman who came to meet her with
a smile. It was Anne Hayley, known at
the club and to the police as Green Goods
Annie. She took Isabel by the arm and
led her hastily upstairs.

“Come with me, deary,” exclaimed
Anne Hayley. “ There’s a bed all ready
for you and that darling child. Mr. Cad-
mire phoned you wcre coming—an’ to take
good care of you.”

“ But I was not planning to stay,” Isabel
hesitated on the upper landing. “I want-
ed to go right home.” )

“Not at this hour of the night! It is
so late. She might catch her death of cold.
It’s not safe. And besides this poor child
must have her rest—isn't she the sweetest
creature!”

At these words, spoken with real ten-
derness, Isabel felt a friendly feeling to-
ward the old woman that somewhat stilled
her fears,

To Nailbird Macarty!
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Anne tried to relieve her of her precious
burden, but without success. She did gain
her main point, however, and led Isabel up
a second flight of stairs, showing her into
a small bedroom on the top floor.

“I’'m sorry it’s not a front room, deary,”?
whispered the woman, as Isabel taok a seat
on the bed. “There’s only one window
that looks.on the airshaft? But there will
be no noise to disturb you. The house
next door is empty.”

There was & hard note in her voice that
gave the last words a certain menacing

ty. .

Isabel stared at Anne with a vague pres-
entiment. “I think I'd better not stay
after all. No, I'll go now.” She rose, still
carrying little Amy, and as she did so, a
murmur of voices from below made her
still more uneasy.

“ What is that noise?” she gasped.  Oh,
what is it? It sounds like a fight. Let
me get out of herel” She made for the
door.

But the old woman interposed decisively.
“Not now. Some of Cadmire’s friends are
rough-mannered. Stay right here. Keep
quite. They might hurt you—or the
child.”

Again Isabél seated herself on the bed,
nervously stroking little Amy’s sleeping
face, and listening with beating heart to
the sounds approaching up the stairs. It
Was uncanny.

‘The heavy footfalls were muffled by the
hall carpet, yet she could hear an occasional
stumble and a gruff word that might have
been an oath. She shivered and made no
sound.

Anne Hayley sat oma straight chair near
the door, twisting her bony fingers to-
gether ‘and staring at the child like a
greedy cat.

Now the men were outside in the cor-
ridor. Isabel nervously clutched the child
tighter.

Suddenly the door of the adjoining: trunk’
room was opened, a heavy object was heard
to drop on the floor, and the door was
shut and bolted. In the corridor some-
body laughed hoarsely. “ He got what was
comin’ to him!”

Anne sprang up, threw open the door

1FW
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of the bedroom and cried: “Is that dick
attended to?”

 Sure is, Anniel” answeted a croaking
voice. “In dreamland!”

“Good! Now come here, Mike, and
you, too, Bimbo. Tie up this girl—but
mind you, treat her gentle. No rough
stuff!” 1

Isabel shrieked in horror as two ruffians
slipped into the rocom with the slinking
crouch of beasts of prey. One was burly,
red-faced and muscular. The other was
olive-skinned.

The two strong-arm workers closed in
on the girl without any more emotion than
a butcher would display before a dumb
victim in the slaughter pen.

lnuwxldpmu:thegu’l backedtothe
wall, holding her own body as a shield
before the child. Her face was white as
death, her eyes staring with horror. Were
they going to murder her?

“ Don’t hurt the child,” cried Annie, her
voice cracking in excitement, and as Mike
and Bimbo seized Isabel by the arms, the
old woman snatched the child to herself.
She exhibited astonishing strength for one
50 old and frail. Her eyes were alight with

passion.

At the same instant Isabel’'s screams
‘were stified by the broad red hand of Mike.
In anather second she was tied, a towel
was bound about her mouth and she was
flung face down on the bed.

No one paid any attention to her feeble
struggles and her heartbroken moans. It
was the first time in her life that Isabel
had been physically rough-handled, and
she was dazed, humiliated and, for the mo-
ment, crushed by the terror of it.

The cries of the startled child rang in
her ears, but Green Goods Annie was hold-
ing little Amy in an embrace that was
fiercely tender.

“Don’t cry, my lambkin, my pet!” she

sqothed. “It’s just Annie. Don’t you
know your dear old Annie? There, there,
g0 to sleep.”

As Amy recognized her former nurse, the
child extended a soft hand, patted the
withered face, and drifted off to sleep once
mare, with a smile.

Annie carried her out of the room, fol-
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-be hurt.
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lowed by the two thugs. She directed them
thh a voice of authority.

Lock the door on that girl, Mike. And
keep away from her. Mind, she is not to
Doc will tell you swhen to turn
her loose.”

Mike turned the key on Isabel, who lay
stunned by terror where she had fallen.
She seemed to be dead.

“I'll make my get-away with the kid
now,” said Green Goods Annie, and to the
child she crooned: “Oh, my lttle lamb,
how it warms the heart of me to have you
again! My pet! My little beauty!” °

As she hesitated on the upper landing,
the sound of ribald laughter came floating
up from the parlor.

“ Here’s to Byrne Macarty. May the
dirty dick get a million-year stretch in
hell!”

Green Goods Annie caught the drift of
the toast and her thin lips parted in a
malicious smile. “Amen,” she breathed
fervidly. “ And may all the Force follow
him to hell!” )

Then she ran lightly down the back
staircase, carrying the child in her arms
with unusual strength for a woman who ap-
peared so aged.

Unchallenged, she reached the basement
and made her way out to the street by the
aréa door.

The street was deserted, except for a
rickety looking hansom cab a few doors
away. The driver appeared to be dozing on
his perch. He woke up with a jerk as the
woman flung herself inside the cab and
shouted an address, a slummy neighbor-
hood uptown near the East River.

Larry Boyle had just caught a glimpse
of the child’s light skirts, so he jumped to
the conclusion that it was the same woman
who had accompanied the detective.

With a husky, “ Giddap, you Maud S,”
he flicked his whip over the animal’s back
and the cab rattled away at a brisk paceé
through the park and procceded to a dis-

looking the
East River,

Inside the cab the woman was alter-
nately crooning “ Hushabye my little lamb-
kin! Annie’s looking after you now!” and
muttering in a cracked whisper, “ May he
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do a stretch of a million years in helll
That rotten Byrne Macarty!”

CHAPTER X
ANOTHER EVENING CALLER

HILE the high-class crooks at
the Acropolis Club were
drinking to the health of De-
tective Byrne Macarty, that
officer was being plied with
restoratives at a drug store near the park.

For some time, he knew not how long,
the detective had lain unconscious by the
roadside, and when he came to, he strug-
gled painfully up the bank, only to sink
into unconsciousness once more, but this
time he had fallen within plain sight of
the roadway, and a passing taxi driver
picked him up and helped him into the car.

“ Can you beat it!” exclaimed the chauf-
feur. “Looks like Central Park is nothin’
but-a dump for the stick-ups nowadays!
They frisk a guy, bump him on the coco
and then drop him in the bushes.”

Inside the taxi, Macarty was helplessly
sagging in the seat and gradually regain-
ing consciousness. If it had not been for
the man’s fighting instinct, a tenacious will
power that triumphed over his physical
weakness, he would have sunk back to a
stupor, but the fighting spirit was too
strong. He refused to give up. When the
fog seemed to be settling over his brain
and relaxing his muscles, he would pull
himself together, grit his teeth and struggle
back to consciousness.

At the first drug store, he was helped
out of the cab and led reeling to a chair,
while the taxi driver shouted to the clerk:
“For God’s sake, give me something to
pull this guy together! He’s been beat upl
I think he’s passing out!” -

In a few moments, the mixture that was
poured down Macarty’s throat dispelled
the haze that benumbed his brain. He
felt feebly at his chest, where the pain was
greatest, and then for the first time noticed
that his. shield was missing.

That fact brought him up with a jerk.
It was as if he had received an electric
shock.

Pale as a ghost, but with the fevered
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light of vengeance burning in his eyes, Ma-
carty shook off the detaining hands. “I'm
all right!” he gasped. “Leave go, or Il
hand you one!” He pulled himself to his
feet and took a step or two. The strength
seemed to return, as his fury sent the blood
pumping through his veins.

“T'll teach that guy to make a
of me!” he raged. “ Lifted my shield when
I was unconscious. What a dirty deall”

Suddenly Macarty grabbed the taxi
driver by the wrist. “ Come on, you!” he
shouted. “I'm going to nail that bird!”
And a moment later he was inside the car
and tearing through the empty streets, tak-
ing the corners on two wheels and not
slowing down for anything, until they
jammed down the brakes before Cadmire’s
apartment house. -

Like a shot the detective was out of the
taxj and into the elevator, before the door-
man could halt him. The elevator boy
cringed in terror as Macarty barked at him,
“213 A. Get a move onl”

“Oh, my Lawdy Gawd!” gasped the
negro. “ Annudder cop!” and he jerked
the lever in his haste to obey the law.

“ Another?” the detective glared at him.

“Vessah, yessah. They was a pow’ful
big detéctive heah befoh you. A swell-
lookin’ gen’leman with a open’ face shirt.
He done got mah pass key already.”

“Did he arrest a man?”

“No indeedy. He went away with a
lady and a little girl. They drove off in
a fancy cab.”

“A what?”

“ The handsome kind. What the chauf-
feur wears a plug hat.”

The car had stopped at the floor. “ Show
me the apartment, boy!” And without an-
other word Macarty dashed down the cor-
ridor after the darky and noiselessly laid
a firm hand on the knob of 213 A.

It was locked, of course, but Macarty
had foreseen that. “Look here, boy,” he
said. “It’s a lucky thing for you that this

_is an old-style house with transoms over

the doors.” g
“Is dat lucky? I never knowed it was
so lucky. Why so?”
‘““Because instead of smashing the door
you can go through the transom.”
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= “Me go through the transom? Is dat
what you calls good luck? Say, boss, what’s
your idea of bad luck?”

“Don’t stop to palaver. Up you go.
Tl give you a lift.”
< “But mebbe that guy inside will take
a shot at me.”
. Macarty’s jaw was hard. “He’ll be
likely to miss. - But I-mever miss.” The
detective tapped his coat pocket mean-
ingly.

In a jiffy, the boy iollowed instructions.
He slipped off his low shoes, steod on Ma-
carty’s hands and peered in through the

glass.

“ Anybody there?”” whispered Macarty.

““ No, boss—nobody in sight. But I bet
he’s layln for me with a gun.”

“Get in, or I'll fix you up for the un-
dertaker £,

Held by Macarty, the boy gave the tran-
som a violent push. It yielded, the old and
infirm catch gave and the glass swung
open. _In another moment the boy was
over the door like a monkey.

CHAPTER XI
AT THE ROPE’S END

NSTANTLY ‘Macarty was in-
side, glaring about the bright-
ly lighted room. There was
no sign of life. It was as
he feared, Cadmire had been

warned. But in the bedroom there was
no stirring, no sound. A litter of men’s
apparel, evening clothes scattered pell-mell
on the floor, showed that some one had
changed hastily.

Macarty saw the sign of a Hurried ﬂlght
and instinctively his eyes sought the win-
dow. What he saw made him run toward
it with an oath.

It was a rope end, slender but strongly
woven,

The rope was tied to a leg of the brass
bed beside the window, and thence it ex-
tended over the sill and out into darkness.

It was still moving with a little jerking
action that told Macarty all he needed to
know.

The fugitive was half way down the wall,
descending by that knotted rope.
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The detective leaned out of the window
and saw that it opened directly upon the
Hudson: Far below were the New York
Central tracks, a maze of steel rails, where
freight trains were standing or being
shunted about. A long train was roaring
past, bound northward, and the light re-
flected from the tops of box cars or was
dimmed as a coal car swallowed up the
rays.

As Macarty strained his eyes to see his
man dangling on the rope, his hand sought
instinctively for his gun.

It was missing.

‘The service revolver and bracelets had
gone with the borrowed shield.

Macarty reached for his knife to cut
the rope and send the fugitive plunging
down that cliff, but he was a second too
late.

Before he could open it, the dark figure
at the end of the rope had touched the
wall above the tracks, then with a light
step he had poised himself for a jump to
the moving freight train.

Without a second’s hesitation Macarty
had one leg over the window sill and was
going down the knotted rope-with the speed
of an athlete who had often done that stunt
for _sport.

His side hurt him and all the bruises in-
curred in the auto smash throbbed protest-
ingly at this new strain, but the officer was
too excited to worry about such trifles.

He had seen his man.

He knew that Cadmire, for it could be
no one else, was on that train. .

True to his own slogan, he was going (o

nail that bird!”

Steadying himself on the projection of
the wall, Macarty went down hand over
hand, gripping the knots in fingers that
were used to holding on with an iron grip.

The train rumbled below him. It was
long, yet he had the fear that it might
not be long enough. The last car might
pass before he could swing aboard.

With a gasp of relief, he felt his foot
touch the wall, then he balanced for a mo-
ment as Cadmire had done, warily sized up
the distance and speed of the moving train
andlapedtothetupofaboxw

He had made it.
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The first shock of landing heavily on
the speeding freight car made him drop
to his knees and clutch at the plank that
ran along the top. He held on until he had
regained his breath, then found his balance
and started carefully toward the engine.

He had to make haste slowly.

It was necessary to keep a watch out
ahead for the running figure of Cadmire,
who might appear any moment.

He had to stop at each coupling to make
sure that his man had not slipped down
the ladder and taken refuge between the
two. box cars.

It was possible, too, that Cadmire would
swing off the train. If he guessed that his
pursuer had followed him, he would be al-
most certain to drop off at some dark spot.

‘So Macarty’s pursuit along the north
bound freight was not a swift dash, but
a painful search for a desperate criminal
who had all the advantages at that mo-
ment.

' For Cadmire was hidden, while Macarty
was exposed. The crook had a gun, while
the detective was unarmed. Cadmire was
fleeing for his liberty, even his life, but
there the odds were evened, for when Ma-
carty was close on the trail of a crook, he
was keen and reckless of his safety. No
man would fight harder for his life than
would Byrne Macarty to get his man.
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clung by a hand-hold With one hand he
struck the pistol a blow that sent the
weapon flying. With the other hand he
reached past the staring, contorted face
that glared up into his own, until with a
viselike grip he had fastened his ﬁngerb
upon™Cadmire’s collar.

CHAPTER XII
AT THE DRAWBRIDGE

MACARTY’S jaw set and his
| eyes narrowed with determi-
nation as his fingers closed
about his prisoner. Cadmire’s
pallid face was contorted
with a spasm of baffled hatred, as he real-
ized that he was at last in the grasp of
the law.

He tried vainly to wrench himself free
from that terrible hand and to wriggle
away from Macarty’s other hand, which
was descending upon him like the relent-
less power of justice.

But there was no help for it. Clever
as he was, strong and agile as he was,
Laurence Cadmire had met a man who was
even stronger, equally resourceful and who
was backed by all the power of society.
And when it came to the matter of physical
courage, it would be hard to say who was
the better man.

dscabily¢his: da htened

The train sped along under
Drive, past the looming cliffs of apartment
houses, black with only an occasional
lighted window.

It roared through the cut at Fort Wash-
ington and under the tree covered slopes
beyond.

Cadmire was still hidden, though Ma-
carty had searched nearly the full length
of the train, which sped past the ferry
at Dyckman Street and beside the rugged
Inwood Hill that rises like a bit of for-
gotten forest at the northern tip of Man-
hattan,

Then as the .detective peered between
two cars a shot whizzed past his head and
the wind of it swept his face.

' The report was so close that his ears
rang, but- Macarty moved like a panther.
Dropping flat, he reached a strong arm
between the lurching cars where Cadmire

s grip ti
and tightened upon Cadmire’s collar. The
crook began to show distress at the
pressure. The veins in his forehead
swelled, his eyes protruded and his curses
turned into frantic unintelligible oaths.

His hands, which had been clinging for
dear life to prevent himself from dropping
between the cars and under the wheels,
now began feebly to beat the air.  Hi
resistance had weakened.

At that, Macarty heaved his broad shoul-
ders and the muscles of his back grew
tense as he tugged and strained at Cad-
mire’s weight. There was a powerful
wrench, a heave that began with a grunt
and ended with a growl of satisfaction, and
Cadmire had been lifted bodily to the top
of the box car and was pinioned baneath
the detective’s heavy knee.

“ Better be good,” growled the detective.



THE BORROWED SHIELD

“I've been trailing you a long time. I'm
Byrne Macarty!” ¢

“ Macarty!” Cadmire’s sobbing excla-
mation betrayed both fury and bewilder-
ment.
detective he had sent with Isabel?

If he had only had his bracelets or his
gun, Macarty would have won the decision
right there, but he was unarmed, and while
he had the upper hand, the exertion had
left him gasping. Both men were still for
a moment, seeking to recover their breath,
just as ‘the pilot wheels .of the engine en-
tered the drawbridge at Spuyten Duyvil.

Cadmire lay so still and relaxed under
the detective’s weight that Macarty half
believed that the crook had given up. His
grasp lightened ever so little, but as if the
hollow sounds of the wheels on the bridge
had been a signal, Cadmire suddenly came
to life with a catlike swiftness and'a ma-
niacal fury.

" In that instant the odds were once more

evened, for the two men were rolling over
and over upon that lurching, swaying car,
and with no weapons but their fists. Each
did his best to kill the other.

But they fought at such close range that
their blows did not have the necessary
dynamite for a knockout. They clawed at
each other’s throats madly. Their gasping
breaths were choked with fury that was
too deep for curses. But each felt the
other’s hot breath in his face like a sting-
ing insult.

Macarty had the advantage of weight
and bigness of muscle. Cadmire had the
“advantage of youth and greater agility.
Macarty was a bulldog, Cadmire was the
fox. And like the fox, who will fight when
he is cornered, Cadmire’s instinct was to
run when that seemed the safest way out.

And like the fox, Cadmire’s mind always
was cool and resourceful, quick to see what
was happening and to take advantage
of it.

Just as their car rolled upon. the draw-
bridge, Cadmire saw a chance to deliver
an uppercut that left his opponent dizzy
for an instant.

That momentary advantage was all that
Cadmire needed. In the same moment, he
had wrenched himself loose, poised for a

If this was Macarty, who was the '
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brief instant of preparation, then made a
flying leap through the wide space between
the bridge girders and into the dark waters
below.

He entered the water as neatly as if he
had taken the dive from a spring board,
and as soon as he rose to the surface, struck
out with no hesitation for the rocky slope
of Inwood Hill.

The chill of the water had refrashened
him. It was like a good shower after a
violent exercise and the crook felt inclined
to chuckle with satisfaction at the outcome
of this desperate struggle.

Even while he was swimming with long,
powerful strokes toward the wooded shore.
he thought to himself:-“ Well, this is one
on you, Byrne Macarty! You had me in
your hands, you fought with me man to
man, and you had to let me go.”

It did not occur to him that Macarty
would have the nerve to play to the end
this foolhardy game of “ Follow the Lead-
er,” but before he had reached the bank
a heavy splash under the bridge made him
change his mind.

““Good Lord,” thought Cadmire. “ Has
that dick rolled off the box car? Or was
he just enough of a fighting fool to jump
in after me?”

There was the sound of a man shout-
ing, then a number of voices raised in
frantic excitement. Mingled with the noise
of the train, the put-put-put of a little
motor boat made itself heard, and the re-
flected brilliance of its searchlight danced
among the branches overhead.

Cadmire had still to go a dozen strokes,
and as his feet touched bottom and he
dragged himself to shore by an overhang-
ing branch, the rays of the motor boat
searchlight surrounded him with dmlmg
brilliance.

Half way across the narrow waterway
of Spuyten Duyvil the motor boat was
heading straight toward him, and as Cad-
mire dashed up the hillside, -the voice of
Byrne Macarty came booming across the
water.

“ There he goes, boys! Nail that bird!”

There was a popping of revolver shots,
but Cadmire laughed as he heard the bul-
lets going wide of their mark, Those men
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in the boat must be rank amateurs, camp-
ers perhaps. No policeman would have
shot at random like that.

But as his feet found a trail well to-
ward the top of the rugged hill, Cadmire
could hear the motor boat grating against
the rock and the impact of Byme Ma-
carty’s boots as the detective jumped
ashore and took up the pursuit through
the underbrush.

Cadmire knew then that the fight was
not over. Only the first round was fin-
ished: The scrap had just begun.

CHAPTER XIIT

THE CHASE UP THE DRIVE
N-avound
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As Macarty entered the road, he believed
that he caught sight of a swiftly moving
black shadow against the- pale reflection of
the Hudson.

It vanished as soon as it appeared.
Macarty was not even sure that he had seen
that distant speck that looked like a man,
but just the same, he sprang forward with
renewed energy. The road was down hill
now, a gentle grade with sand and gravel
underfoot, and the detective let himself go.

Dripping from his leap into Spuyten
Duyvil Creek, he felt none the worse for
his plunge; better, in fact, and it seemed to
him that he had never made such good time
on a half mile sprint.

Sudden]y ah.er a steep down grade be-
tween old-f: d houses that

athlete, Byrne Macarty would
be the first to admit that he
was better at a rough and tum-
ble fight than a sprinting con-
test, especially uphill.

Scrapping was more in his line than run-
ning.

So Cadmite’s head start over the trail
that winds about the stumps and bowlders
of Inwood Hill was too much of a handicap
for Macarty. In spite of that, the detective
plugged along doggedly. When his man
was that near, the officer would have kept
running, even if he had had a sprained ankle
and a wooden leg.

He was forced to stop once in a while
to listen for crackling sounds in the brush,
or a light footstep on the path, for it was
pitch dark on the promontory, more like
the woods of Westchester County than a
bit of Manhattan.

At the base of the hill, on the side away
from the Hudson was a colony of house-
boats, moored to the bank, but though a

broad path ran beside this little settlement,

Macarty felt sure that Cadmire would keep
clear of it on account of a possible watch-
man or dogs.

He scrambled up the trail to the top of
the ridge and presently managed to force his
way through a hedge that surrounded an
old, dilapidated mansion. The driveway
of this former estate led to a dirt road, run-
ning south past a couple of gloomy institu-
tions toward Dyckman Street.

a New England village, he was in the me-
tropolis once more.

The lane entered Dyckman Street, a
broad, well-paved, and lighted thorough-
fare, and just as Macarty’s foot struck the
city sidewalks, he had a glimpse of a figure
leaping into a red taxi under a street light
a few rods away.. The man was hatless and
his clothes were clinging wet. It was Cad-
mire.

With a roar like a bull the detective called
the driver to halt. Bitterly he regretted
that he had not commandeered one of the
cheap revolvers from the motor boat camp-
ing party. They were no more than toy
guns, but one of them would have at least
served to stop that taxi.

The driver hesitated at his command,
then at a hasty word from Cadmire, he
stepped on the gas and hit it up for the
approach to Riverside Drive. What the
crook had said was: “ Eighty-Third Street
near the Drive! A hundred bucks if you
get me away from that dick!”

Furiously Macarty plunged after the tail-
light of the car, saw it turn south, and as
he cursed his luck, a big limousine ap-
proached from the opposite direction. The
chauffeur thought he was being held up as
the big man stood in the path of the head-
lights with upraised palm.

But Macarty’s manner was that of a
traffic cop, full of assured authority, and
the driver did not dare to question him in
spite of his disheveled appearance,
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Macarty jumped on the running board
and shouted: “ Help me arrest that crook!
‘That man in the red taxi!” He flung back
his coat to display the shield that was not
there. Macarty had forgotten that it was
missing, while, as for the chauffeur, he was
so excited that he would have sworn that
he had caught a glimpse of a shield in that
moment.

‘The big car, which had no passengers,
was swung right about, and as the driver

" gave it the gas its high-powered, smoot.h-
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Frantically he jammed his foot on the
accelerator for a final burst of speed, but
Maccarty already was bellowing “ Halt!”
and the fugitive felt that the game was
almost up.

The driver of the red tax had a sickening
feeling in the pit of his stomach. He saw.-
himself standing uncovered before a stern
judge, who was passing out a sentence that
would keep him behind the bars for years.

Speeding was the least ‘of his offenses.
He was helpmg a criminal escape from jus-

running engine purred like a d cat.

Macarty felt better already. In spite of
Cadmire’s start, it seemed pretty certain
that a taxi would have no chance against
this superb car. -

The officer 'stood on the running board
watching for the tail-light of the taxi and
thanking his stars that at this hour there
was so little traffic. The chances. were that
no other car was anywhere in the neighbor-
hood. They would have the road to them-
selves.

He strained his eyes for the dancing red
light and growled to the chauffeur: “Hit
her up, boy!”

At the upper end of Riverside Drive the

splendid roadway runs alongside stretches
of unbuilt, brush-covered hills, and even
further south where the huge apartment
houses loom majestically above the broad
river, there are wild spots, tracts of park-
‘way that resemble a forest more than a city
pleasure ground.

With a road all to themselves, Macarty
and his willing chauffeur whirled through
the night at a furious express train speed.

But Cadmire’s bribe was effective. Per-
haps he had raised his bid when he caught
a glimpse of the powerful headlight through
the trees far behind. At any rate, the light-
‘weight red taxi showed wonderful speed and
the driver did not hesitate to take a chance.
If any traffic cop was on the Drive at that
hour, - he must have blinked and gasped
at the sight of that red comet.

It was not-until the brilliantly lighted
viaduct was reached that the taxi driver
remembered that there is such a thing as a
speed law, and then he forgot it immediate-
1y, for the g]nre of the pursuing limousine
was reflected in the mirror beside him.

ibly ! How much
could they glve hlm for that?

Such doubts and fears are not condu-
cive to careful driving. A few blocks south
of Grant’s Tomb the taxi driver felt with
horror that the limousine was creeping
alongside and gradually crowding him off
the road. He swerved to avoid being run
down, brought up with a resounding smash
against a shade tree, and the next thing he
knew he was lying on his back and staring
up into the grim face of Byrne Macarty.

CHAPTER XIV
THE HANSOM AGAIN

,J officer was livid with rage.
{ “Where in hell did you

drop your fare, you rat?” he
stormed. “Wake up! Tell
me what became of that
crook you drove?” ~

The taxi driver, feeling like a lost soul
whirling through space, could only blink
up-stupidly into that furious visage. For
the time being he was simply unable to re-
member what had happened to him. He
had no idea what it was all about.

His lips opened feebly, but not a word
came from him. His tongue seemed para- .
lyzed and his brain was numb. Giving it
up as a bad job, he closed his eyes wearily
and was instantly shaken until his teeth
rattled.

“Speak up, blast you! Do you want
me to paste you one that will put you In
the hospital?” shouted Macarty. “ Snap
out of it now! Tell me where you dropped
that crook or I'll see to it that you get
a ten-year stretch for helping him to make
his get-away.”
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. Instantly the taxi man remembered. But
his returning memory brought him no com-
fort. “So help me God, I don’t know
what become of him. Ain’t he in the cab?”

“Don’t you try to put one over on me,
you rat-faced hophead! You slowed down
to let that guy step off the car. Where
was it? If you lie to me, I'll smash you
one in the jaw!”

“ Honest, boss, I don’t know nothing
about it. If he’s gone, I'm out a hundred
iron men. That’s what he promised me.”

Macarty was convinced that the taxi man
was telling the truth. Cadmire had caught
a glimpse of the pursuing headlights and,
the detective knew that the quick-witted
and daring crook would be capable of leap-
ing from a flying taxi, also that he was
sufficiently clever on his feet to get away
with it. Was it not a matter of criminal
history that he had made a sensational es-
cape through a train window when he was
being conveyed to prison? Ves, Laurence
Cadmire was equal to it.

Macarty rose to his feet thoroughly dis-
gusted at the bad luck that had pursued
him throughout this trailing of Cadmire.
That fellow was tricky as a fox, and’ luck
seemed to be with him right along.

Abruptly he stooped over the taxi driver
once more, as the latter was struggling to
a sitting posture, and barked: “ Now, look
here, young fellow, you’re in bad! That
guy you were driving is wanted for a dozen
robberies—big ones, too. I'm not sure but
what there’s a murder can be proved agnmst
him. Get me?”

1 didn’t know who he was! How should
1 know he was making a get-away from a
cop?” )

“ Aw, can that! Nobody offers you a
hundred bucks. to tear loose like you was
going—not unless he was making a get-
away. Now come clean, what was the ad-
dress that guy gave you? Where were you
taking him?”

Pamfully the taxi driver rubbed his fore-
head as if to brush away the haze from his
mind.

“He didn’t give me no address, boss.
All he said was: * Drive like hell to Eighty-
Third Street on the Drive!’ He didn’t give
me no number or anything.”
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The detective bored the pallid face of the
speaker with his shrewd calculating eyes,
and in the blaze of the headlights he could
detect no sign of lying. The fellow had a
shifty face and it twitched with terror
and excitement, but npparenﬂy he was
scared into telling the truth.

“Well, let it go at that,” said Macarty,
and he added not unkindly: “ Il speak a
good word for you in case any of this gets
into court.” Macarty wasa little ashamed
of his own outburst of temper and he asked
in a gentle tone: “Are you badly hurt,
buddy? Will you be needin’ an ambu-
lance?”

The driver felt his limbs gingerly and
drew a deep breath. “Naw, I guess I'm
albright,” he said. “ Just shook up a little,
that’s alll” )

Macarty jumped to his feet, looked about
for a police signal box and directed the
chauffeur of the commandeered car to drive
him to it.

A few minutes later the alarm had been
spread that the much wanted Laurence Cad-
mire was somewhere at large on the upper
West Side.

Macarty knew that the district would be
thoroughly combed by patrolmen and plain<
clothes men within a very short time and
that all over the city detectives and uni-
formed men would be on the alert for a
fugitive answering his description.

Instead of driving back the way he had
come, Macarty judged that he would be
more usefully engaged in covering the neigh-
borhood for which Cadmire was heading. -

There had been rumors of a high-class
crook’s rendezvous near the Drive in the
Eighties. ‘So far it had not been discovered.
The detective had a hunch that if he looked:
around in that vicinity he might pick up
his man after all, and he directed the chauf-
feur of the comnmndeered limousine to
cruise about and see what they could find.

In calling up from the signal box, Byrne
Macarty had been careful to omit one de-
tail of the night’s adventures, the loss of his
shield. He justified himself by the hope’
that he would recover it before the night
was over. Just how he was going to do it
he could not say. But the recollection,of

. how he had been tricked, déprived of his
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shield when he was unconscious, made his
blood boil and his fists clench with rage.

He knew very well that the loss of the
shield should have been reported immediate-
ly, but hard-boiled though he was, Byrne
Macarty was very sensitive to ridicule. The
idea of being kidded by his brother officers
or written up in the papers as “ The De-
tective Who Had His Shield Pinched,” was
more than he could stand. -

He could see in his mind’s eye how the
cartoonists and the press humorists would
seize upon that idea with chortles of delight.
‘They would picture him as a cop fast asleep
against a lamp-post, while some knowing
crook unpinned his shield. He would be
the laughing stock of New York and he
would never hear the last of it as long as
he lived.

Therefore it was natural enough that he
should decide to get back his own shield
without any help. All he wanted was just
one sight of the young swell that had lifted
it so treacherously. He would wring his
neck, blast him!

These thoughts seethed in his mind as
Macarty cruised about in the Eighties near
the Drive, looking out for a belated taxi
that might contain Cadmire.

Suddenly he touched the chauffeur’s arm
and whispered: “ Stop!” For approaching
the Drive from the east was an .ancient
hansom behind a jogging old horse.

A hansom cab! In Byme Macarty’s
mind a hansom suggested only one thing
at that moment, a perfidious young scoun-
drel in evening clothes who had Prevended
to assist him and had betrayed him shame-
fully.

Macarty had a blurred impression of see-
ing a hansom just before that unlucky
smash 3t the park bridge.

In another moment he was out of the .

limousine and had brought the astonished
Larry Boyle to a stop. The cabby looked
down from his perch and remarked:

“ This cab’s engaged, sir! Sorry I can’t
take you!”

“ Wait a minute! Wait a minute! Who
engaged it? I don’t see any fare inside.”

“T've got a fare waitin’ for me.. A de-
tectivel I took a lady across town for
him and now I'm on my way back to
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where I left him. I can’t take on private
business when I'm workin’ for the police
department.”

“Ah, ha! I bet I know that detective.
Is he a young swell with a dress suit? Looks
like a cigarette ad?”

“Sure! How did you know?”

“I'm a detective myself,” said Macarty
very grimly. “ This guy is a friend of mine
—one of my dearest pals. You say he’s
waiting for you somewhere? That’s fine!
Tl just get in and you take me to him.
Just take me to him, that’s all!”

Forgotten for the time being was the
pursuit of Laurence Cadmire. As Macarty
settled back in the hansom, he licked his
lips like a cat looking at a cream jug. He
had a picture of himself battering that fine
looking young man’s face with his two fists.
His knuckles itched to be at it.

He was going to get back the borrowed
shield.

CHAPTER XV
MACARTY’S VISIT

HEN Laurence Cadmire real-
ized that the red taxi was be-
ing followed, he began to plan
his get-away with his usual re-
sourcefulness. It was hardly

possxble to outrun Macarty’s automobile for

any great length of time. The further they
went into Manhattan the greater became
the chance of his taxi being overhauled by

a traffic cop. Any delay would be fatal

with Macarty so close behind.

Cadmire was familiar with the road they
were taking, knew the curves where his
machine would have to slow down and re-
membered the locations where trees and
bushes grew close to the road.

As he had no desire to take the taxi
driver into his confidence, he said not a
word about slowing down, but awaiting his
chance he held the door unlatched and when
the machine slackened speed at a sharp
curve the crook swung from the running
board with the agility of a brakeman tak-
ing a leap from a moving train.

Instantly he had dodged into the bushes,
while his car fled down the drive and dis-
appeared.
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Cadmire crouched there and a satisfied
grin twisted his thin features as he saw
the limousine roar past, with Macarty on
the running board keeping a lookout on the
road ahead.

Then with a chuckle, Cadmire ran to
the nearest street that led to Broadway and
found an all night garage, where he could
rent a car. The close-mouthed garage man
looked at his dripping garments curiously,
but at the sight of Cadmire’s roll he made
no inquisitive remarks. It was not the first
time he had dealt with the gentry who were
most active in the small hours. He ac-
cepted a couple of twenties with mumbled
thanks and even went so far as to throw
a cap and a shabby raincoat into the bar-

gamn. z

“Take ’em along, boss. I ain’t got no
use for them and they’ll keep you from
catching cold, maybe.” B

“Thanks!” Cadmire slipped into the
well-worn garments and felt satisfied that
his appearance was thoroughly changed. He

-sprang into the car and directed the chauf-
feur to take him down Broadway to Eighty-
Fourth Street.

So it happened that while Macarty was
sending the alarm to comb the upper West
Side for a water-soaked crook named Cad-
mire, that shifty individual had already
left his hired auto and was slipping noise~
lessly through the deserted street a block or
two from the Acropolis Club.

Before the patrolmen had been notified
the man they were looking for had dodged
through a passage in the next street, paus-
ing only a second to wave at the chauffeur
of a private car that was parked there, and
had entered the crook’s hangout by the back
door.

Cadmire made his way upstairs to the
room where the happy revelers were partak-
ing of strong liquors and discussing the most
appropriate rough stuff to administer to the
captured detective.

‘When Cadmire flung open the door, there
was a general chorus of welcome and sur-

prise.

‘ Look who’s here, fellows! Shifty Larry
himself! Say, what’s the big idea? I
thought you was headin’ for Canada. Get
on to the classy clothes, boys!” /
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But Cadmire silenced them with a fierce
gesture and a black look. “ Shut up!” he
said. “ Everything’s gone fluey. I planned
a good get-away, but Macarty spoiled it.”

“ Macarty? That poor sap! Why,
Larry, we've got that dick upstairs tied to
a chair!”

“Like hell you havel You've got
Macarty’s double. Where’s my kid? And
Isabel?”

“Your kid’s gome with Green Goods
Annie, like you said. The lady is upstairs
enjoying a little nap,” remarked the white-
haired man known as Harry.

“T've got to see that girl right away,”
exclaimed Cadmire. He addressed Dr. Pas-
cal, and in swift, decisive phrases explained
what had happened. Then he led Pascal
into another room, where they could talk
privately, and continued: “ Macarty ruined
my get-away. Il fix him for that! I
ditched the son-of-a-gun, but by this time
he must have got word to headquarters.
All the dicks in town will be looking for
me.”

“All right, let ’em,” replied Pascal.
“You're safe here.”

“I'm not so sure. You can’t tell when
this place may be raided. What I've got
to do now is to get rid of a lot of diamonds.”
He touched his waist line meaningly. “I've
got enough rocks in here to set me up for
life.” .

“T get you! A belt full of loot, Eh?”

“That’s it! But in case T am pinched
with all this stuff on me, there is enough
evidence to send me up for life—maybe
to the chair.”

“ What do you want to do?”

“I want to turn it into money, quick.
I want Isabel to help me.”

“ How can she help you?” !

““She’s got to. Listen, that girl is the
only person in the house who is not known
to the police. I've got a hunch that it
wouldn’t be safe for any of our crowd te
leave here to-night. It’s a cinch that I
wouldn’t trust any of them with all that
swag. They’d be almost certain to be
nabbed. So it’s up to Isabel to take the
ice to Greek Nicky or some other fence and
bring back the money.”

“Can you make her do it? That girll”



“Can I? Just watch me. I know how
to put pressure on that kid. She’s got to
do it. What’s more, she’s smart enough to
get away with it. What I want you to let
me do is to use the get-away car that is
parked in the next street.”

“That’s all right. Of course you don’t
expect to get it for nothing.”

“Oh, hell! You’ll get a piece of change.
1 never was a piker, was I?”

“ Certainly not. The way things are
shaping up, Larry, you're getting me into
this job, using this house and my car and
everything. I may as well tell you that I
expect a good sized rake-off.”

“Oh, lay off, youll get a slice. Let’s
get this stuff out of the house, then we can
talk business.”

Dr, Pascal grunted duubtfully

As they ascended the doctor asked:
“ What about that dick you sent over with
Isabel? You're sure it’s not Macarty?”

“No, I tell you I don’t know who it is.
I thought it was Macarty, but I just got
through telling you that I had a fight and
a footrace with that bird—"

“Well, who do you think we've got
locked up here?”

“ How should I know?”

“T've got his shield and the warrant,”
chuckled the doctor. “I guess it was some
dick that was working with Macarty. We'll
fix him good and plenty, whoever he is.”

‘They were standing on the top floor land-
ing just outside Isabel’s door. The doctor
turned the ksy and shoved it open. There
was no sign of life from within.
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“Go on in and talk to her,” he said to
Cadmire. “I'm going to take a look at that
dick in the next room and see if he’s come
to yet.”

But just as he started to turn the key
of Rick’s prison, there was a sharp, im-
perative ring at the doorbell that echoed
through the house.

Both men jumped as if they were shot.

“Would that be a raid?” whispered the
doctor. “No, it couldn’t be. A raiding
squad would be right there with the axes.
I'll go down and see who it is.”

“Is the trapdoor to the roof unlocked?”
whispered Cadmire.

“Sure! As usual. But stay right here
until T open the door. If there is any dis-
turbance, you’ll hear the noise and have
plenty of time.”

Cadmire, listening at the head of the
stairs, heard the doctor run lightly down
the two flights, unlock the door, and open
it cautiously.

He did not need to be told that the visitor
had first been inspected through a peephole
and that Mike and Bimbo, the doctor’s
bodyguards, were lurking in the hall, as
was their custom.

Cadmire listened for the visitor’s voice
and the familiar rumbling bass thrilled him
with an impulse to flight.

But the voice of Dr. Pascal reassured
him. It was suave and melancholy, Pascal
was an excellent actor and what he said
was this: “ Yes, your man’s here, Macarty.
Come on upstairs and get him. I guess
you’ve got us where you want us.”

TO BE CONTINUED




THE LIVING SKULL

CTS long buried will some-
times creep out to point an
accusing finger upon a culprit
whose innocence has never
been questioned. Threads of
evidence may sometimes seep through the
years finally to ensnare one who has seemed
infernally successful in concealing his das-
tardly crime.

Nearly two hundred years ago the peo-
ple of London felt assured that Providence
had willfully taken its just revenge; that
Fate had waited, plotted and at last smiled
at the uncanny victory.

It was on a.quiet afternoon when one
Dr. Airy took his daily stroll past St.
Sepulchre’s churchyard. Near some time-
worn headstones, an old gravedigger paused
from his task to mop the sweat from his
brow, presently he picked up his spade and
continued his work,

Dr. Airy strode up to exchange amiable
greetings with the man and to watch him
as he fashioned a new grave. .

“ Who is to lie here anon, good man?”
he asked.

“Ah, ’tis old Master Cudgle, who died
peacefully in his bed, having been carried
thither by the years.”

Both sighed and became silent for a time.
The gravedigger went on with his work.
Often fragments of bone came up with the
spade, sometimes a broken thigh bone,
sometimes an old skull. These were usual
occurrences, so neither remarked on them.

Suddenly the doctor cried out sharply as
if he had seen a spectral thing.

The Nail Imbedded

“ Gad—it’s alive!”

The skull that had been tossed up was
alive. It seemed as though this dead thing
cast up an evil eye at them, in dread won-
der at being disturbed. Relief came, how-
ever, when they saw a slimy toad hop out
from one of the cavernous sockets.

Amused at his fright, the doctor plcked
up the skull and began curiously to ex-
amine it. He looked carefully at the jaw-
bones, remarked on the condition of the
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teeth, followed the serrated lines which
marked the sutures of the cranium, and
then, upon peering closely at a peculiar
mark in the temple let forth a long, low
whistle of surprise.

Just above the temple, there was the
small flat head of a nail. "It had been
driven deep into the skull and was visible
on the inside, projecting about three inches

inward. The nail was brown with rust.

Perhaps it was as old as the skull. Had
some dark deed been done, and the mur-
derer free to roam. the streets of London
Town?

Their minds filled with suspicions, the
doctor and the gravedigger took the skull
to the magistrate. The grave was marked
and records were sought.

Hidden a Score of Years

The skull was that of a young man who
bad died twenty-two years before. His.
widow was still alive and in London. She
had married again, and was keeping a tiny
cottage with her husband, at the other end
of the town.

When she was summoned before the
magistrate and questioned about her former
husband, she said that they had been liv-
ing a peaceful life together, but that ome
day her husband caught a severe cold and
died suddenly a few days later, much to
her grief. Then the skull was brought out
before her. The cavernous eyes gazed at
her coldly and relentlessly. The point of
the nail, projecting through, inquired and
accused.

With a shriek of terror, she fainted away
on the court room floor. Cordials were ap-
plied and she recovered soon after. She
made a complete confession of her guilt.

She told how she and her former hus-
band had been living together; how, secret-
ly, her present hushand had come to woo
her. She fell in love anew. And without
any one’s knowledge dispatched the man
who stood in the way of her new happiness.

Subsequently she was hanged, while all
London wondered at the ve.ngefulnes and
cunning of Fate,



Laughing, she took the gloved hand which had ua:linl‘on( of the bundle of furs

WHO KILLED GUILELMA?

By Louise Rice

o= ALL THAT IS KNOWN OF THE LAST DAYS OF THE BEAUTIFUL MAID
OF or:bv NEW YORK WHOSE END IS ENSHROUDED IN MYSTERY

A Story of Fact

EADERS of FLYNN’s have shown an extreme interest in true stories of upsolved -
mysteries. Miss Louise Rice has selected a particularly fascinating one from the
history of early New York.

FLYNN’s desires to encourage its readers in the enjoyable and brain-sharpening
pastime of armchair sleithing. To that end it challenges its readers to delve to the
secret bottom of Who Killed Guileima? Fryww’s will publish such solutions as seem
most adequate and most interesting. -

It will pay the regular rate paid for manuscripts for all solutions found worthy of
printing. You will find it a fascinating job. There are several suspects who might
logically have been guilty. Which one was it?

Edgar Allan Poe took the mystery of the disappearance of Mary Rogers and made
one of the most logical and f: ing bits of detective i of all time of his find-
ingsas Can any of you reason so clearly from the known facts in the case of Guilelma
Sands? o B

Solutions to this problem will be judged from two standpoints, first, that of logical,

. deductive reasoning; second, that of clear, graphic presentation. .

All competitors should attempt to answer the questions propounded by Miss Rice
in the latter part of -her article. And more important, they should give a complete
detailed account of the night of tragedy, with a satisfactory explanation of the crime.
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All solutions of the mystery should be mailed to Miss Louise Rice, care FLyNN’s,
280 Broadway, New York City. Miss Rice has kindly consented to judge the contest.
All solutions should be mailed before September 26.

HE scene is New York City.
The time is 1799.
If you have ever been in-

terested in the history of
- America’s great metropolis,
you can understand the
enormous difference between the scene as it
was in 1799 and as it is in 1925. In any
case it will be interesting to.touch on a few
of the high lights of that difference.

In 1799 the city lay on a little pinch of
land at the very. tip of the island of Man-
hattan. ‘The narrow little sidewalks on
William, Pearl, Nassau, and Gold streets,
from which the swarms of people to-day
spill out all across the whole street, were
then ample for the uses of the inhabitants
of those exclusive residential sections.

Where Wall Street now wends its narrow
way, ringing to the tread of the greatest
financiers in the world, there was then the
remains of an actual wall, built a few years
before that to keep out thieving Indians and
wandering hogs and cattle. In Maiden
Lane the boys and girls strolled of an
evening, under the trees which- flourished
there, their roots sunk in the banks of the
pebbly stream which still flows under the
sidewalk.

Over to the east there was a broad, tree-
hung country road which terminated in a
handsome country residence which, because
of its trees and flowers, was called The
Bowerie. That is the name by which the
road, no longer tree-hung, is called to-day.
But it is safe to say that no old New
Yorker, miraculously returned to life, now,
would be able to identify it.

Just off it, eastward, where pleasant
meadows used to slope down to the water,
is the most thickly pcpulated block in these
United States.

Such a thing as a motor propelled vehicle
had not even been dreamed of; transporta-
tion on the water was by sail, alone. Dis-
tances covered by the casual commuter to
Long Island, to-day, were then matters of a
day’s journey and were undertaken only oc-
casionally.

It would be too long a list to give here, if
I were to mention all the things and all
the conditions which have changed our
present life from the life of 1799, but a few
of them will show the enormous gulf which
lies between life in New York City of only
one hundred and twenty-six years ago, and
now. There were no telephones, telegraphs,
sewing machines, transatlantic cables, farm
machines such as we know today, steam-
boats, railroads, handy kitchen stoves,
radio, steam heat, electricity in ordinary
use, airships, efficient postal services.

These are, of course, only the highlights
of the differences, but.a moment’s thought
will serve to show how profoundly all of
life, as we know it, would be affected by
such conditions as would follow on the lack
of t.hese great med:amcx.l servants. L|ie

cial, for
tion wnh plm:e at everra little distance in-
volved labor and trouble and often danger.

The remotest hamlet in Alaska is more
cosmopolitan, to-day, than New York City
was in 1799. Without a steamboat to make
travel on water swift, without such a thing
as a railroad, with a “ city ” of an area so
small as that indicated, it was impossible
that drifters and “ underworld ” characters
should even approach such a community
without being noted, so that, in addition
to all the other differences, we have to note
that New York City of that time had mno
slums and no criminals and no unknown
persons.

Secially, the life of the town centered
in the homes, for there was not a single
place in it where a decent woman could en-
tertain or be entertained, save in homes.
The hotels and the taverns were exclusively
male places of assemblage, to an extent
hard to realize to-day, when even the sa-
cred barber shop has been imvaded by
m’lord’s wives and daughters.

No woman could go casually out to take
a stroll, as she can to-day. She could go to
church unattended, and that was about all,
unless she went visiting an accredited
woman friend.



Every man who appeared in a tavern was
known; every person who made a puxchxse
in a shop was known. Even the carriages
and sleighs and the horses were known. A
‘stranger was instantly spotted.

In such a community as this it is not sur-
prising to learn that there had never been
any serious crime, save such as might be
committed in understandable anger or
through thievery.

A Favored Suitor

Well then, let us begin the story of the
crime which was not only an astounding
mystery for- those times, but which would
be, at any time, and which still remains one
of the great problems on which the crim-
inologist has spent endless time and thought.

In this city of New York, of the year
_mentioned, in its last month, there was a
great fall of snow. Not the kind which
comes with bitter wind and stinging sleet,
but the slow, steady fall, windless and ac-
companied by occasional bursts of sun,
which make the ideal winter.

The outlying farm colony of New York
City, lying around and back of Trinity
Church, had in it a number of nice young
folks, who enjoyed that winter very much.
‘They had sleigh rides by the winter moon,
and skated on the several shallow ponds
which lay around Vesey and Fulton streets
(only there were no streets then and Fulton
had not been heard of) and had discreet
tea drinkings and even a few informal
dances.

The gayest of all and the ring leader was
Guilelma Sands.

The girl had been left an orphan the
year before and she had then gone to live
with her cousin, Mrs. Ellis Ring, and the
husband, Ellis Ring and another cousin,
Hope Sands. The Ring household was a
Quaker one, but Guilelma dragged it out
of the prim dullness which it had had.

She was not only a raving beauty but
had a personality so marked that even in
that day, when feminine personalities were
rather discouraged, she took all hearts by
storm. ~ It is the fashion, of course, to say of
any woman who is brought before the pub-
lic eye in a mystery story that she is beau-
tiful, but there is-not only hearsay evidence
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as to the startling quality of Guilelma’s
charm and loveliness. There are still ex-
tant many letters, written in that year, by
people who knew the girl well.

She was “ sweet as sugar ” they wrote of
her; she had “eyes that speak ” and she
had “a laugh to cheer the heart.” These
were not amorous young gentlemen, who
wrote so, but staid older people; many of
them Quakers and not given to extreme
statements.

As was to be expected, this gay and
laughing girl, who was also of so sweet a
nature that she could win the praise of a
dour old Quaker, did not lack for suitors,
but it was soon clear on whom her choice
was to fall. In the household of her cousin
was a boarder, Levi Weeks, a staid and re-
spectable young man, of considerable
means.

Although not accustomed to go out social-
ly, he was dragged into the happy times of
that December by the girl who was destined
to play such a frightful, such a tragic part
in his life. He went out with her, although
he did not skate and did not dance, and
it was not long before the young people
who were Guilelma’s friends understood
that an early marriage might be anticipated.

Levi belonged to a family in which, for
that time, there was a fair amount of wealth.
His brother owned The City Hotel, one of
the largest of the inns and he was, himself,
a “master carpenter’” by which we would
now mean a carpenter and builder.

The Wedding Night

The Rings had known him quite awhile,
for he 'seems to have boarded there for sev-
eral years. There was a tea drinking party
early in the month of December, when Ellis
Ring and Mrs. Ring, both very quiet and
reserved persons, were present and when
they seemed to give the affair between the
beautiful girl and the staid ‘young man
their approval.

What happened between the early date
in the month when this tea drinking took
place, and the twenty-ninth of December,
when, after the early tea, Guilelma told
Mrs. Ring that she and Levi had deter-
mined to be married that night, is not
known, but of one thing we may be certain
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and that is, that'if we knew what happened,
we would have clews to what has baffled
every investigator then and since.

Hope Sands went out visiting” that
night. She was never asked where she vis-
ited and no one ever came forward to say
that she had been at any known house.

What Mrs. Ring Observed

Ellis Ring went out. He was never
asked -where he went, but to a newspaper,
afterward, he made the statement that he
had gone to look after some horses which
had strayed.

The Ring farmhouse, it may be noted in
passing, was on the present site of the
Franklin Street station of the Ninth Avenue
Elevated. This location is an important
point, as will be seen later on.

Levi Weeks went out. He was never
asked to account for what he did or where
he went.,

At a few minutes before eight Mrs. Ring
started to go upstairs to see Guilelma, of
whom she had heard nothing since the girl
had made her statement and gone to her
own room.

Levi Weeks came in the front door as
Mrs. Ring paused, but he did not take off
his hat or coat. He stood moodily staring
out of the small window in the entry. Mrs.
Ring felt vaguely troubled, she said, by his
manner and turned and went upstairs with«
out speaking to him.

Guilelma was dressed and ready to go
out. She had on her hat and coat and also
wore her fur neckpiece and muff, stylish ap-
pendages which she liked to use, although
they were considered very worldly by her
Quaker cousins. Mrs. Ring said nothing of
moment to the young girl and after awhile
went downstairs again. Weeks was still
in the hall, staring out. Mrs. Ring went
on into the sitting room and shut the
door.

Shortly afterward some one ran down the
front stairs and the front door slammed.
Mrs. Ring, really upset by the odd behavior
of the two young people, hesitated a mo-
ment and then ran to the front door to look
out, in the very natural interest she would
feel in seeing the last of them as unmar-
ried but the snow was heavily falling by
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that - time and ehe could see nothing of
either.

A little before ten o’clock Hope Sands
came in. She went directly to her room.
At ten Ellis Ring came in. He went directly
to the bedroom occupied by himself and
his wife. Mrs, Ring was still sitting up
thoughitwasmhourputherusmlbd-
time, but neither Hope Sands nor her hus-
band looked in on ‘Mrs. Ring nor inquired
if the engaged couple had returned, or if
they had been married as Guilelma had said
they planned.

A short time afterward Levi Weeks came
in. The first thing he asked was if Guilelma
-was home?

Mrs. Ring said she wasn’t.

Weeks wanted to know with whom had
she gone out.

Mrs. Ring regarded him, as she after-
ward stated, “ with amaze.”

“Indeed, Levi, to tell thee d!e truth,”
she said, “ I thought that she went out with
thee.” -

“If she had gone out with me, you may
be sure that she would have come back with
me,” Weeks stated, and then fell to pacing
the floor.

For ¢ quite a while ” this continued, said
Mrs. Ring, but as the night wore on and
the girl did not return they fell into broken
and agitated talk about her. Weeks pro-
tested that he did not have an idea as to
where she could be, nor with whom, and
that he would go mad if she did not return
soon. Once he turned away and had a
desperate fit of weeping, and once he wrung
his hands and said that if Guilelma did not
return to clear him he was a ruined man.

Mrs. Ring said to him, gravely, at that,
that there must be something on his con-
science, at which he scowled and replied,
“no more than lies on some others.”

Before Morning Came

In the early dawn Mrs. Ring went up-
stairs to wake her husband and found him
stirring “ although there was still needed
candlelight,” and in a few minutes he was
at the houses of the nearest neighbors, be-

ginning the inquiry for the missing girl. |
Again we must return to the thought:of
the conditions of that day and remember

1 FW
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that such a thing as a young woman, of any
respectability at all, being out of sight for
«even an hour or two of a night, was unheard
of; and that such a thing as an innocent
cause for such absence would be hard to
conceive of, under the conditions of life as
they existed then.

Persons Unknown

So that the alarm of the Rings and of
Levi Weeks was far greater in proportion
than would be that of a family, under the
conditions of to-day, when anything from a
broken down automobile to a prolonged
party might keep a perfectly innocent girl
abroad.

The first thing that Ring turned up was
the fact that Guilelma had gone away in a
sleigh. Laughing, she had run out of the
house, and, laughing, -she had taken the
gloved hand which had reached out of the
‘bundle of furs in the vehicle. Those who saw
her thought, of course, that it was young
‘Weeks taking his sweetheart out for one of
the rides in which she delighted. One wit-
ness was an old aunt of Chancellor Ferris,
of New York University. In 1861 the
chancellor wrote to a friend:

““ An old aunt of mine who lived opposite
the Rings and knew Guilelma Sands well
saw her on the night of the fatal sleigh
ride when she was just about to step into
the sleigh, and always spoke of her as the
loveliest young creature she had ever seen.”

“ That moment ” was the last that was
ever seen of the girl, alive-or beautiful.

Days passed, the newspapers gave the
disappearance some respectful attention,
and the girl did not come back. There was
only one boat on which she might have left
and it was intercepted and proved not to
have her aboard. There were no trains for
her to have taken. There were no roads
along which she could have traveled with
a stranger without being noticed.

Meanwhile “ The Manhattan Company ”
which supplied water, through wooden
troughs, to certain public pumps in town,
had some trouble with its system, wi

y traced to a 'well out on the lonely
Lispu:ard Meadows. Beside that well they
-found Guilelma’s poor little *“ worldly

-onuff and in the well, the girl, herself.
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Her hat, shoes, stockings, and coat were(
never found. Her dress had been torn away
from the upper part of her body, and
around her beautiful round throat there
were dreadful blue bruises which told how
her life had been taken from her.

New York was instantly in an uproar.

It was the first great crime of the little
city. It would have been a great crime for
any city.

The first thing that was done was to per-
form a post mortem on the body which at
once did away with a number of gruesome
but perfecﬂy natural conclusions con-
cerning the crime. Guilelma had no cause
to kill herself and there was no cause why
any man should have killed her to conceal
his own vﬂlzuny

A coroneér’s Juty came to the verdict that
the girl had come to her death “at the
‘hands of a person or persons unknown ” but
the finger of suspicion' already pointed to
the 'one person who had had any real in-
timacy with the dead, and so Levi Weeks
was arrested and brought to trial in the old
City Hall, on March 31, 1800.

The distinguished counsel for the de-
fendant were Aaron Burr and Alexanden
Hamilton. This was a short time before
their famous duel, but outwardly, at least,
they were good Iriends, at the time of this
narrative. They were able lawyers and did
their best for their client, of whose inno-
cence they then and afterward declared
themselves convinced.

An Alibi for Weeks

There were a good many in thie city who
were also convinced that the quiet and in-
dustrious and moral young man, who
seemed to be crushed to earth by the trag-
edy which had overtaken his love, could
never have been the man to murder his
promised wife; but the general feeling ran
high agamst him, so much so that a number
of p citizens i

‘bc«dyguard on'his journeys to and from
his prison to the courthouse.

It was said in the papers that Weeks
never gave a sign that he even saw the
hooting, jeering, and threatening mob_which
always surrounded him on these trips.

Chief Justice Lancing was the trial judge
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and his lucidity of mind and fairness of dis-
position did a great deal to keep the trial
from becoming a burst of hysteria.

‘The object of the defense was to establish
an alibi for Weeks. It succeeded, at least
to the satisfaction of the judge and jury.

_After All Was Over

It was proved that Weeks arrived at his
brother’s house—the City Hotel—at eight-
thirty, and that he left it at nine-thirty.
Mrs. Ring testified that he got into the
Ring farmhouse at ten. The walking time
from the farmhouse over the country road,
which was what Broadway was, was
about fifteen minutes. This allowed a possi-
ble fifteen minutes on both ends of the
visit, which was unaccounted for. There
‘were many habitués -of the hotel who saw
the accused for the length of time stated
and so testified.

Mrs. Ring, on the stand, in monosylla-
bles, had nothing to add to what she had al-
ready told for the newspapers. Weeks had
left the house at eight, had returned at ten.
She told of their vigil and what he had
said.

Asked what he meant by saying that if
the girl did not return he was a ruined man,
‘Weeks rephed concisely that he knew r.hat
if an; d to her the

FLYNN’S

back of the court room of being “ the real
murderer.”

The force of this last was considerably
diminished when it was found out that the
accused was a hanger-on of the Burr-
Hamilton law firm, and the judge and jury
very properly ignored both incidents.

Weeks swore solemnly and with such as-
surance as to shake even the suspicion of

people who believed him guilty, that

e not only had no hand in the murder of
the girl, but that the whole matter was a
complete mystery to him. The papers
recorded the fact that a general change
took place as the trial proceeded, which
held that Weeks did not commit the mur-
der, but that he knew something about it
and that there were, in fact, many things
about the whole matter on which there did
not seem to be much light.

Weeks was acquitted.

According to the meager information that
we have of him, Levi Weeks became an
even more silent man than before and was
never known to refer to his sweetheart, the
trial or any of that part of his life connected
with the affair.

Ellis Ring and Mrs. Ring seemed to feel
acutely the notoriety they had vicariously
“gained. They sold the farm (or rented it

t—the record is not clear) and moved

ything
would fall on him—as it had—he grimly
added.

The contention of the distinguished pair
who were defending the young man was
that he had no time to have gotten into a
sleigh, done harm to the girl, and disposed
of her before walking into his brother’s
hotel. The guests said that while there he
was as calm and grave as ever.

Ellis ng stated that the first he knew

up the State. No mention is made what
became of Hope Sauds.

Some Pertinent Questions
At the time of the trial of Levi - Weeks
even the word psychology was unknown,
and none of the methods of handling crim-
inals and alleged criminals which we know
of to-day, had been thought of. To be sure,
we are still hand:capped in criminal trials

of any trouble was when his wife
him in the early morning and he was sent
out to search for the missing girl.

Aaron Burr, with his usual sensational-
ism, tried to make good copy for the news-
papers, as he always did. At one point in
the trial he declared that the murder of the
girl and the accusation of Weeks were part
of a plot on the part of some  dastardly

els ” engaged in a vague plan to
ruin the young man, and at another mo-
ment he dramatically accused a man in the

of even this enligh d period by the fail-
ure to really visualize strange and unusual
human stories, but this is steadily im-
proving.

Any reader of the daily press can remem-
ber recent crime cases in which the truth
has been brought out by what we may call
the hypothetical question method. N

This method consists in looking, not only
at the facts, but at possible facts. It con-
sists in trying to reconstruct all that went
on before the commission. of the crime, and
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not merely trying to establish what hap-
pened then and afterward.
. Let us ask, then, Some questions perti-
nent to this great and intricate mystery.
That which starts us off is the fact that
in the beginning of the month of December,
1799, the month in which the crime was
committed, there was a pleasant tea drink-
ing at the Quaker farinhouse at which Ellis
Ring, Mrs. Ring, and Hope Sands were
present, at which the marriage was dis-
cussed and during which the whole atmos-
phere was most friendly.
Was There Collusion ?
This incidental testimony was not
brought out at the trial but. was part of a

_number of statements which the newspapers
of New York and Phi hia and other
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stay-at-home, went out immediately after
supper. So far as Mrs. Ring’s testimony is
concerned, he seems to have said practically
nothing to his promised wife, not even to
say when he would return for her. )

Guilelma goes to her room and remains
there until eight o’clock, without a word.
The gay, the irrepressible Guilelma!

Levi Weeks comes back and stands star-
ing out of the window. What does he see
on the wintery, twilight filled street to make
him act in the peculiar manner that he
does?

And where has(he been, anyway?

In this household where there has been
such friendliness and such good humor, how
strange of Mrs. Ring to let the two young
people go out of her house to take the most

cities procured, and it is from three persons
who were also present at the tea drinking.

In the light of this, let us consider the
fact that Guilelma casually mentions to her
good cousin, as they arise from the early
supper table, that she and Weeks are to be
“ married that night, privately.”

What happens? Do the two women,
Hope Sands and Mrs. Ring congratulate
ithe girl and bear her off in a gay whirl, to be
dressed? Do Ellis Ring and Weeks confer
as to the details of this wedding or as to
whether the married pair-are to return
there? Does Levi Weeks say a word to
anybody about his arrangements? Is
there light and laughter and bustle in that
house which had seen so much unwonted
festivity? -

There is not. Emphatically, there are
mone of these conditions, but quite the re-
verse. Something very odd falls on this
household. Hope Sands, who was never a
girl to go visiting and who had been drawn
into social life only with the advent of her
gay young cousin, goes right out visiting
and stays out.

Ellis Ring had some tenant farmers and
several men who lived near by who knew
him well. It had begun to snow, but he did
not call on any one for help when he went
to hunt the strayed horses. No one ever
reported seeing him, although the fields lay
all about the houses of the neighbors.

Levi Weeks, who had always been a great

step of their lives and yet not
so much as wish them good fortune.

How queer for Hope Sands. and Ellis
Ring, both coming in from an absence of
several hours, and seeing the unwonted light
in the sitting room, not to come in, to see
‘whether the young pair were there or not.
How more than singular when we consider
that it continued to snow all that night and
that they must have been cold and wet.
There were seldom fires kept in bedrooms
in those stern days. Why did neither of
‘them stop to warm themselves?

Did Levi Weeks, Hope Sands, and Ellis
Ring know anything of each other’s move-
ments during the two hours when they were
all out of the house? If so, why and to
what purpose? And if not, how singular
that they should go out when it was so
against their custom, as shown at the trial,
for them to be away from home after sup-
‘per, unless they were all dragged out with
the never-to-be denied Guilelma.

Can You.Solve It ?

This brings us around to the remarkable
‘discovery that from the time that they sat
down to supper to the following morning,
Mrs. Ring’s is the only testimony that we
have concerning what actually went on in
that house. No one saw Weeks go out after
supper and no one saw him come in at eight.

He appeared at his brother’s for an hour,
and that is positively -the only corrobora-
tion that we have of Mrs. Ring’s “state-
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ments, except that Weeks did not deny

em. E

Mrs. Ring is the only witness to the
fact that her husband and her cousin Hope
were out until late. Not a soul was ever
reported as having seen them—or, at least,
of having stated that they were seen.

No trace was ever found of the sleigh
and no one saw it draw up at the door of
the farmhouse. There was just that one
glimpse of it as Guilelma got into it. The
road which ran by the house was a country
road, despite the fact that the town lay so
near, and there were not many passing.

It was only by accident that Chancellor
Ferris’s aunt happened to look out of the
window and see the laughing girl get into
the vehicle.

Why did she get into the sleigh, at all,
unless some one whom she knew was in it?
Weeks denied that he was that man and
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no other man was ever asked to deny it.
The sleigh was of rather an unusual de-

-'sign. No one. ever came forward to say

that a sleigh and a “team™ (two horses)
had been taken or rented or borrowed from
his place.  Where was the sleigh procured?

Again, if Guilelma, at eight, ran down-
stairs thinking that she was going to be
married to Weeks and if he had already
passed out of the house and gone on, not
seeing her, what ‘did he think about the

-‘plans for their wedding? He had not seen

the girl, so far as Mrs. Ring’s testimony
showed, from the time that he left the house
just after she had made vhe annmmcunent
of their impending weddin

If Guilelma did not go thh ‘Weeks, what

“yhypothesis can be made as to her move-

ments, especially in view of that fact that
she was her usual gay self at the lost mo-
ment that she was ever seen alive?

SLIPPERY MARY BROWN

ARY BROWN, alias Frances
Stanly, a shrewd New York
shoplifter, was committed for
theft and locked up for trial in
May, 1864. She pleaded

guilty and was remanded for sentence.

Heavily veiled, she was led by an officer
on the way to the Tombs. On the corner
of Chambers and Center Streets, Gerard
Hale, alias John Cahill, jostled against the
officer in such a way that Mary easily
slipped out of the policeman’s hands and
another woman similarly dressed and veiled
took her place.

All this was so swiftly done that the
officer had no suspicion that any deception
had been practiced. The girl walked quiet-
ly at his side until they came to Worth
Street, where she started to go on in an-
other direction. The officer gripped her
arm and tried to pull her forcibly toward
him,

The girl then began to scream for. as-
sistance, crying that she was a respectable
lady and that he had better nqt insult her.
A crowd soon gathered, where amid the
clamor the girl raised her veil and looked
at the policeman and at the people- stand-
ing about, with a highly indignant air. See-
ing that the girl he held captive was not
Mary Brown, he let her go and began
looking about in his bewilderment for the
vanished shoplifter. She was naturally no-
where to be seen.

In the excitement the accomplice also
escaped, leaving the policeman to retdm
empty-handed to make his excuses at head-
quarters as best he could. -

Some time afterward, Mary Brown was
captured again in Yonkers, together with
her accomplice, who was found to be from
Rochester and wanted there as accessory
to a murder committed there the previous
year.



“ X was going to horsewhip you— girl though you are, but I shall reserve my strength for this cur

HIGHWAYMAN’S CONSCIENCE

By Roland Johnson

THE SHADOW OF A GIBBET FALLS ON THE MAN WITH A WHIP.
WHILE THE MOTOR CRACKSMAN SUCCORS A MAID FORLORN

T about this time, things
Il were hot for Basil Lisle.

disposed of them—the lack
of clews—had cast the limelight of pub-
licity on the Motor Cracksman. The
special flying squad had been doubled in
number. The police were contihually on
the alert. Road transport in general was
something more than alert: - It was windy.
Tnsurance companies had been forced to
raise motor insurance premiums. Other
countries scoffed. 5

Thus.- it came to pass that in the twi-
“light of an autumn evening, when the last
rays of the sun cast a mellow glow over
the Cheviot Hills and lit up the heather
around Carter Bar with empurpled. glory,
a slim, elegantly dressed young man sat

himself on the bank at the side of the road
at the summit of the winding gradiént, the
divide between England and Scotland.

A new field of activity for the Motor
Ci sparsely if alto-
gether lovely countryside of moors and
crags and lonely ranges of undulating hills.
Basil sighed with satisfaction as he watched
his manager, Stacey, swirl away in a cloud
of dust. Basil was alone in the heart of
nature’s best.

He smiled as he looked up at the an-
cient gibbet which civilization had seen fit
to convert into a signpost. “ England—
Scotland,” he read, and the smooth cheek.
was puckered with dimples and creased
with merriment. His brilliant eyes were-
half closed. His white teeth gleamed.

Upon such a gibbet had hung by the
neck his ancestor, the Laughing Highway-
man, Times had changed and-highway-
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men were all but obsolete. Basil Lisle—
the sole' representative of a noble gather-
ing! Son—disinherited son—of Sir Fortes-
cue Champneys Basil Lisle of Winterton,
Northurgberland, whose estates had been
passed by his offspring only half an hour
previously.

The main road between Newcastle and
Edinburgh was deserted. Sheep wandered
idly on the thoroughfare. The sun sank
beneath the neighboring hills. But for a
-soft wind in the heather, and the distant
“ maaaa ” of the flock, all was silent.

Basil lit a Perfectos Finos cigarette and”

lay on his back to survey the deepening
blue of the dome of heaven. In the course
of time, some vehicle was bound to pass—
and pass into the poss&non of the Motor
Cracksman.

“T pity the poor devil—he'll have a long
walk!” murmured Basil to himself as he
inhaled a deep breath of smoke and puffed
rings which hovered like miniature clouds
above his head.

From the valley came the deep-toned
-hum of a motor car as it breasted the
three-mile gradient. The last of the day
faded moodily into darkness. Basil rose
to his feet, and pulled his felt hat well
over his eyes.

“ Sports Hillman—in a hurry—climbing
well,” he said to himself, as he took up a
position in the middle of the road. He
fingered his revolver carefully and buttoned
his coat beneath his chin.

The beams of the headlights, as the vehi-
cle shot round the corner, dazzled him.
The car pulled up no more than a yard
from him with shrieking brakes.

“You seem in a hurry, and I'm very
sorry!” he said gravely, as he sprang light-
ly onto the running board.

For a moment the occupant sat very
still, but stared with great brown eyes lit
up in fear.

“Who are you? What do you want?”
she faltered. “Let me pass—I—I—must
get—on!”

Basil bowed with old-world courtesy.
The Laughing Highwayman himself could
have done no better.

““ Madam, I deeply regret the necessity
which compels me to relieve you of what
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is. undoubtedly a smart ana well-tuned lit-
tle car. Would you mind dismounting?””

“I don’t understand. Who are you, a
thief?” The girl was trembling—only a
thin slip of a girl, thought Basil.

“Yes. It’s a lovely- evening, isn’t it?
The Cheviot Hills are the finest sight I
know. - Please hurry up.”

“Tt isn’t fair,” sobbed the girl.
I might have run you down!”

“I am nimble on ‘my feet, but I ad-
mit that you might have made the at-
tempt. However, as you may observe, I
am armed.”

“You would shoot a woman!” Her lips
curled with scorn.

“T haven’t done so yet—in the circum-
stance, I usually aim for the tires.”

“Let me pass this instant!”

There would have been nothing easier
for Basil than to bend forward, seize the
girl around the waist and lift her out of her
possession. There would have been noth-
ing easier than to leave her crying bitter-
ly by the roadside. Basil, however, pre-
ferred gentle persuasion.

o -

ERHAPS you don’t under-
stand,” he said softly. “I
am, as you may observe, a
slim but muscular man.
You are a very beautiful
little girl, but you lack both stamina and
muscle. Don’t make me do things I don’t
want to do. Let’s be peaceable. Get outl”
‘“ Peaceable! You don’t understand—
let me go!” she cried, as she put out the
clutch and tried to push into position the
gear lever. Basil’s delicate hand closed
around hers in a grip like cold steel.
“Don’t be silly,” he said amiably.
Then, as he proceeded to explain to her
the hopeless and- defenseless position into
which her lot had cast her, there was born
on the night air the sound of an approach-
ing car—a low growl of a burr, a sharp
blip—a powerful exhaust note which in-
dicated to Basil that something more than
usually powerful was contained under its
bonnet.
“ Come,” he said sharply, “I have no
time to waste. Quick, out with you!”

“Why,




HIGHWAYMAN'S CONSCIENCE

He bent oyer her, and was astonished
to find that the girl was trembling with
terror, gasping for breath, filled with in-
tense apprehension. =

“ Listen,” she cried. “You seem to be
—that you were once—a gentleman. - I
call upon you to help me. You hear that
car? It must not find me here—I will give
you my car, if only you will let me go. I
have no time to lose.” Tears were falling
fast. “Please—oh; please! Let me go!”

“1t’s chasing you?” asked Basil quickly.

“ Yes—hurry—"

“ Shift along. I know this make of car,
well have a racel”

Basil’s eyes were sparkling with excite-
ment as he took the wheel. With a click
he engaged first gear, a rapid acceleration
of the engine, a release of the clutch, and
the Hillman darted forward like a live
thing. The ancient gibbet passed in the
headlight beams like a flash as the car en-

“tered Scotland, and began the treacherous
and steep descent into the Jedburgh
Valley.

Two hundred yards along the straight,
followed by an almost hairpin bend—an-
other two hundred yards, uncambered

curves negotiated on two wheels. The girl

clung to her seat and gasped for breath.
Never had she driven or been driven like
this. It was not for nothing that Basil had
raced on Brooklands.

“ Quite happy?” asked Basil coolly, as
he fingered the steering wheel with the
touch ‘of a master.

“ So—long—as—we—escape—I
mind!” came the low reply.

As they shot into the cover of a tree-
bordered stretch where the river Jed gur-
gled happily, they heard half a mile behind
them the frenzied, long drawn out note of
an electric horn.

don’t

As Basil negotiated the winding and de-
serted road which crossed the river by steep
bridges, he wondered into what drama
he had been cast. Why should, this slip
of a girl be running away? What motive
was there behind her actions? It seemed
unbelievable that she also was outside the
protection of the law, a hunted thing living
by her wits.
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“Where do you wish to be deposited?”

be asked politely.

“ Anywhere—that is—some hotel. I
don’t mind,” she replied.

“You appreciate the fact that I am tak-
ing your car with me, don’t you?”

“Yes, you can have the car now. I
don’t want it,” was the calm reply. The-
lead which Basil had obtained seemed to
have given her confidence. She was no
longer trembling, and at time a smile played
around her lips, conjuring up dimples..

“ Well, well, well,” said Basil reflective-
ly, “I ’spose, by any chance, you're not
making an unsanctioned loan of this vehi-
cle? I mean—you haven’t borrowed it for an
indefinite period against the owner’s will?”

“Don’t be absurd. If you are suggesting
that I am ‘ one of you,” you simply do not
understand! There is no reason why you
should. I am giving you the car, what
more do you want?” she retorted.

“Perhaps I don’t understand, that’s
what intrigues me,” said Basil. “I can’t
place you at all. You say it is your car?”

“Of course.”

“And I may have it?”

“Under the circumstances, you may!”

“Thanks very much.”

“You have driven this car as it’s never
been driven before. I don’t think that I
could have got away from Sir—from the
car behind. I am, so far as that is con-
cerned, grateful. I never could have ima-
gined being grateful to a thief, but this ap-
pears to be an exception.

“For that reason I am making you a
present of the car which you could, I sup-
pose, have taken by force, when we were
on top of Carter Bar. I will be still more
grateful,” she was speaking rapidly and
nervously now, “if you will forget every-
thing about me the moment you have left
me at some hotel, when we are quite clear
from the car behind.

“ Whatever you read, whatever you
think, I want you to cast right out of your
mind. If you will do this, then I also will
forget about the crime which you attempt-
ed to commit to-night.”

“ That’s very kind of you, but I'm afraid
it won’t avail me much!”

“ Perhaps the money which you sell it
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for, will enable you from now on to lead a
straight life.”

“ Perhaps,” said Basil without optimism,
and then he chuckled: “ My dear young
lady, you are delightfull All right. TI’ll
keep my bargain, and you keep yours. Al-

- though it is your duty, you know, to re-
port me to the nearest police constable.
Can you stray so far from the narrow path
of duty?”

She flushed at his quiet laughter.

“If you thought more of your duty to
your fellow men and women, perhaps you
would be a respectable citizen!” she

- flashed. .

Basil did not reply, but with one hand
he stroked his temple, which was seered
by a long scar.

“ Perhaps,” he said. ‘“ And perhaps not!”

111

fITHEY were nearing the out-
skirts of Jedburgh, and Basil
was wondering to himself if,
after all, he were safe in
trusting his passenger. He
would like to draw up at the first good inn
and wish her a pleasant good night—even
to pass the time of day with a policeman
as a “ respectable citizen.” Was it safe?

Then, suddenly, with the sound of a gun,
a tire burst.

“ Damnation!” said Basil softly, as he
leaped out. “ We're in for it now! Where
are your tools?”

The two worked as one, Basil on the
wheel brace, and the girl unstrapping the
spare wheel. She was once again the
agonized woman, panting with dread.

“ Can we manage it before he comes?”
she moaned.

“ Three more minutes and we’ll do it!”
answered Basil. ‘“Who is this gentleman
of whom you are afraid? If there is any-
thing I can do, you have only to ask me.
I am an expert at dealing with refractory
husbands!”

‘ There is nothing—ah!”

Two great beams swerved gracefully in
the distance, and the roar of a car travel-
ing all-out plainly could be heard.

“1 am afraid we’ll never do it,” said
Basil quietly, as he stretched himself.
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“ Are you quite certain that it would be
unwise to take me into your confidence?
We will have to face facts together, you
know!”

The girl turned to him pathetically.

“I wonder if I could trust you? You
look trustworthy enough, but—"

Down upon them came a great gray car,
swerved ahead and backed in.front of
them. A huge man clambered hastily out
of the driver’s seat.

“So I've caught you, have I?” he
snarled.

Basil stepped forward in front of the
crouching girl. He did not trust the stran-
ger—a. powerful man—any less than he
trusted the great whip in his hand.

“ Excuse me,” he said. “Is there any-
thing I can do for you?”

“What’s your name?” snapped the
other. ‘ Blarst you, what’s your name?

-You have run off with my daughter.”

“ My name? Oh—er—I haven’t got a
name. That is—" -

“ Father, this gentleman was good
enough to help me when the tire punc-
tured.” The girl turned to Basil with
streaming eyes. “Leave us. You have
done your best and I thank you!”

“I do not intend to lose sight of this’
most interesting drama,” said Basil coolly,
as he eyed the man in front of him. There
was something oddly familiar about the
pose: legs wide apart, hands in coat
pockets with elbows to the front.

“I ask you once again, you scoundrel,
who are you? Thought to get hold of her
money, eh? Thought that I'd relent when
you were married, eh? I suppose you do
intend to marry her, and aren’t just think-
ing of blackmail? Whatever it is, expect
nothing from me, and you, Beryl, you're
coming straight home with me in the car.

“Leave us for a moment. I was going
to horsewhip you, girl though you are. I'm
going to reserve my strength for this cur!”

Beryl came forward and placed her hand
on the sleeve of her father’s coat. He
shook it off.

“ Listen, father! I never meant to marry
any one, but you were so absurd about
letting me meet men and go to dances, that
I thought I'd give you a fright. When I
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- wrote you that note; and fan away in the
Hillman, I thought it a joke, and—"

“Jokel Hell of a joke, eh? Running
about the countryside at this time of night
with a young spark! Leave us, girl.”

“Leave us, Beryl,” said Basil quietly.
“ Finish fitting that spare wheel, and drive
where you want to!”

“You will take your car home,” said
the father harshly. “This man will stay
with me!”

“That is my intention.”

“Before I horsewhip you, I dtmand
your name!”

“A reasonable request,” said Basil
smoothly, as he watched the girl called
Beryl, deftly fitting the last of the nuts.

“ Well, sir?”

The girl had finished. Quickly she
climbed into the driver’s seat and looked
mutely at Basil, as though even then she
was prepared to continue the flight. Basil
shook his head and smiled slightly. He
did not want the car any more, besides,
she was much too nice and much too pretty
to be deprived of her possessions. .

“ Good-by, my dear!” he said finally.

The sports Hillman was reversed slight-
ly, and then shot away into the darkness.

“Hiel” yelled the father furiously.
“ You're going the wrong way!”

“Never mind; you've got me instead!”
And Basil Lisle laughed softly.

v

JOW then, sir, you want an
explanation, I presume?”
said Basil, as he lit one of
his priceless cigarettes. “I
suggest that we sit in your
car, the air is cold, and I confess to being
rather tiréd!”

The man was almost gasping for breath.
_He had, since the departure of his daughter
only a few minutes ago, given himself over

- do with—"
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" “Quite right, but no one could possibly
forget your language,” said Basil ,amiably.

“Who are you, damn you?”

Basil walked slowly toward the great
gray car, fumbling with his head. When
he turned round, a black silk handkerchief
covered his face. Two eyes gleamed cheer-
fully through slits.

“ Good lifel” cried Sir Fortescue.

“You know me now?”

“T've seen your photograph!”

He had. A similar photograph had been
displayed in every newspaper in Great
Britain.

“I took precautions that my face was
previously in the shadow,” said Basil.
“But here I am, for what it’s worth!”

“The Motor Cracksman!” Sir Fortescue
was trembling.

“That’s correct. Will you take your
place in the passenger’s seat of your beau-
tiful new car? Must have cost you nearly
two thousand pounds, eh? These Sunbeams
are not cheap. It’s not often that I strike
Tucky.”

Without a word, Sir Fortescue did as
he was bid. Very carelessly, a revolver
rested on Basil’s lap as hé talked. Sir For-
tescue noticed-it.

“T take it,” said Basil, “ that Beryl, as
you call her, is your daughter, aged, I be-
lieve, eighteen?” i

“That’s correct, but what’s it got to

“That’s enough,” interrupted Basil.
“A daughter by your second wife—after
you more or less killed off your first wife
by persistent cruelty, eh?”

“ How dare you make such accusations,
sirl”

“You’re a contemptible bully,” said
Basil .quietly. “I know it. You wonder
how? Well, 'm not going to satisfy your
curiosity. I gather that you drove your
daughter away | from home just because you
are so And then

to a contintous stream of bad 1
He had exhausted himself.

“ An explanation—"

“XYes, Sir Fortescue Lisle!”

“Eh? You know me, then?” cried the
man. “You admit it? I thought you
stated that you had never met my daugh
ter prior to this evening?”

you insult her in my presence.”

Sir Fortescue was sitting very still. He
had caught the sound of a heavy measured
framp. A policeman’s helmet glinted in the
headlights.

“Don’t get excited,” said Basil softly..

“T see him, too. Feel this revolver, eh?



Tickling your ribs a bit? It’s got a light
trigger, and by Holy Mike, it 7 go off if
you make a sound! I say that on the word
of the Motor- Cracksman|”

“.Good night, sir!”

Basil turned to his prisoner.

“Now then, you realize how completely
you are in my hands? One of these days
I expect Beryl—pardon me for calling her
by her Christian name, but I've taken a
great fancy to my—to Beryl—will return
to you. If you don’t treat her as she has
a right to be treated, Ill do worse than
steal your new car.”

“ Steal my car?” muttered Sir Fortescue
uncomprehendingly.

“Of course, what do you think?” Basil
replied.

“ But—steal—my—car,” said the poor
man stammering.

““Yes. And if it were not for the fact
that I have a certain respect for gray hairs,
T'd take you out into that field and whip
you—flog you so that you couldn’t sit
down for a week!” said Basil. “I know
you're a bully, I know you’d murder me
if you could! Never mind,” his voice
trailed off dreamily.

“P1l just be content with your car—
and one other thing—stay still while I

turn it round, if you please; I don’t want .

the alarm sounded any soonmer than need
be! I'm going to deposit you in the very
spot ‘where I had intended to leave your
daughter—Beryl!”

“You'd leave me stranded in some god-
forsaken place?”

“T’d leave you stranded in the worst
/spot I know, if T had the time, but, you
see, time is precious, for I know very well
that immediately after I've left, you'll raise

Cain and the.police, what? So I'll have.

to be content with the very top of Carter
Bar, where, even at night, cars have been
known to pass by. You'll find a gibbet
at the top—very homely thing for your
family. Hum!”

“You shall suffer for this!”

“No doubt. We all suffer for our sins,

T'm told. You'll suffer a trifle, too, Sir-
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Fortescue, unless I'm very much mis-
taken!”

v

road to Newcastle and Lon-
don, traveling at a smooth
forty miles an hour. The pas-
senger looked longmgly at the
overtaken policeman,

Half an hour later, when a new ‘moon
shone from a clear sky, Basil deposited his
passenger—almost forced him out of the
car—opposite the ancient gibbet.

“ Good night, Sir Fortescue. You'll envy
me in my bed at Newcastle!”

“ Blarst you!” said the other savagely.

In the pale dawn, an unkempt, hungry
and cold gentleman, picked himself out of
the front seat of a lorry and banged on
the door of the Otterburn police station.

“What's this? Why, are you drunk?”
asked the officer, as he stood in the door-
way, clad in little else but his nightshirt.

“Drunk? ' Don’t be impertinent, my
man! My name is Sir Fortescue Lxs!e, of
Winterton.”

“Sir Fortescue?” the officer was all at-
tention. Sir Fortescue was well known for
miles around his country house.

“ My car has been swlm—stolm by the
Motor Cracksman!”

The officer glanced dubiously at the un-
tidy figure in front of him. He didn’t
look like Sir Fortescue Lisle, and although
he meant to leave nothing to chances, he
had been credibly informed that the Motor
Cracksman had last been heard of in
Sussex.

“What car, sir?” he asked cautiously:

“ My new Sunbeam—a gray touring car.
You cannot. miss it; it is impossible to be
mistaken. The scoundrel insulted me—in-
sulted me, sir! And then left me on the
top of Carter Bar to the mercy of the ele-
ments! But you have him, if you act
quickly. He had the audacity to tell me
that he would stay the night in Newcastle.
You can get him—act, man, act/”

~ The officer sprang to the telephone. Here,
indeed, was a chance for promotion.
Rapidly he spoke into the receiver. Within
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a quarter of an hour detectives had set
out to scour every garage in Newcastle,
searching, searching for a great gray Sun-
beam car.

Newcastle police station hummed, bent
upon having the honor of securing the
world-famous Motor Cracksman. A great
gray car; conspicuous, obvious, not to be
missed.

“ You're sure you’re right, sir?” said the
officer at Otterburn, as a qualm of anxiety
passed over him when he realized the mag-
nitude of excitement which he had just
stirred up.

“Right? .Don’t be a fool, man!” cried
Sir Fortescue, pulling out a visiting card.
The last doubts of suspicion passed from
the officer’s mind.

“You must have had a rough time of
-it, sir. Would you care to come inside
and have something to eat?”

Half an hour later the officer again rang
up Newcastle.

“How’s things?” he asked

No doubt about it—things were hum-
ming.  Every available man had been put
to the work. Every road—north, south,
east and west—was guarded. So often had
the elusive Motor Cracksman slipped
thro their hands that"the police had
doubled, trebled and quadrupled their pre-
cautions.

“I’'m going home. Get me a private car,
smd Su' Fortﬁcue « And let me know

The

scoundrel—I suppose there is mo chance
of escape?”

“T should hardly think so,” the officer
smiled. _“ Why, you don’t know the New-
castle police force, sir! Once they’re on a
]Ob _they’re there, and that’s saying a lot,
sir, compared to some places.”

“Tl give a hundred pounds to the man
who lays hands.on my car,” said Sir Fortes-
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cue in u fit of generosity. “ And #wo hun-
dred to the man who arrests the Cracks-
man!”

“You will, sir?” ¢ried the officer eager-
ly. “Just a moment, sir, I'll phone it
through to Newcastle!”

A quarter of an hour later, a car stood.
throbbing at the police station door. Sir
Fortescue climbed wearily into it, stiff in
every joint, and barely thawed from his
night in the open.

“Lisle Hall,” he snapped to the driver,
and sank ba/ck falling fast asleep.

The occupants of Lisle Hall were still
in bed when the owner drove up to the
entrance. The driver shook him gently by
the arm,

Sir Fortescue rubbed his eyes.

“Am I dreaming?” he murmured, and
then, forcing himself into wakefulness:
“ Why, damn it, it’s here the whole time!””

Sedately drawn up to the door was a
great gray car, and fastened to the steen.ng
wheel was a brief note:

DEeAR S ForTESCUE:

For the sake of your daughter, whom you
treat so badly, I herewith return you your
beautiful car. She averaged forty from Car-
ter Bar. Not bad, what?

,  Yours sincerely,
TEE MoToR CRACKSMAN.

While a frenzied gentleman was en-
deavoring to cool the ardor of the New-
castle police, and at the same time listen-
ing to a carefully calculated repnmand
from a ly aroused chief
the Motor Cracksman was eating an early
breakfast of ham and eggs at the Otter-
burn Hotel, fifteen yards from the Otter-
burn -police station.

“A pity to lose a good car,” murmured
Basil to himself. “ But to steal from one’s
own father—even if one is disinherited—
would be the outside edge of a limit!”

“The Vanishing Car” will appear in an early issue of FLynws




His hand drove deeper into his shirt, and without turning he shot twice

THE SPIDER’S WEB

By E. J. Smithson

THE DUKE MAY BE A CROOK, BUT HE IS A SQUARE
SHOOTER—WHEREAS THE SPIDER I8 ONLY A SPIDER

JHE “ Burrow ” suddenly be-
came deathly quiet. Pasty-
faced, furtive-eyed young
men, nonchalantly breast-
ing the mahogany bar, re-
moved thirsty lips from
cool edges of slender-stemmed glasses, cast-
ing, as they did so, sharp, apprehensive
glances at the tall, muscular figure gliding
across .the floor.

By the time this newcomer reached the
bar these youths had tiptoed away to
merge with the shadowy, smoke-filled cor-
ners of the room. E

The fun never begins in the Burrow
until long after the theaters have coughed
up their nightly crowds into the brilliantly
lighted streets; but of those who chanced
to be there at this hour—the petermen,
‘barons, snatchers, and others classified by
titles just as strange—every black hearted

one of them cut short his clumsy, valgar
jests to gaze with a snort of reluctant awe
at the man striding so silently past them.

High-pitched, raucous laughter died on
the carmined lips of dowdy, blowsy wom-
en. Even the mechanical piano,. dinning
away lustily in one dark corner, subsided
wheeleyasr.houghlt, too, sensed in its
inanimate way the threat of imminent dan-
ger. An air of unreality pervaded every-
where.

The man whose prese.nce so strangely
dominated the room reached the bar just
as Jerry, fat and oily, looked up from his
sweaty task of polishing the bar-top. The
grimy towel dropped from his pudgy fin-
gers as their eyes met and held. His loose,
weak mouth gaped wide to voice a thin
squeal of alarm.

“ M’ Gawd,” he whispered d:amahmuy,
“it's th’ Dukel”
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He picked up the towel and nervously
renewed his task of polisking. After a
moment of violent rubbing he substituted a
sponge for the towel and with it sopped up
the few glistening pools that studded the
bar.

« Wha—what "Il yuh have, Duke?” he
finally managed to ask in a placating

quiver.

The Duke smiled with friendly warmth,
“ Not a thing, Jerry. 2 He paused; then, in

a disarming, matter-of-fact tone: “ Seen
Spider lately?”

Now, to the casual observer, the terror
that flashed in Jerry’s eyes at this common-
place remark, the sudden shifting of men
to the walls and exits that marked the
Duke’s approach—all would have been dif-
ficult to explain. But to those initiated into
the strange traditions of the Burrow ex-
planations were needless.

For up and down Pilcon Street had gone
the word that the Duke was “ looking for a
guy.” =

And in Pilcon Street, that shambling,
narrow th h haurnited by
men, looking for a guy meant looking for
trouble.

For years back, far removed from the
era of dandified, slick-haired gangsters a
day or two out of short trousers, disputes
between the light-fingered gentry had been
settled in_the Burrow. This has been the
custom then as it was now. Disputes to a
finish, always. No compromise. And al-
ways, whether the combatants elected to
fight with gun, knife, or fists, plenty of floor
space was needed. That, and easy access
o exits; for it had been proved time and
again in the Burrow that bullets followed no
definite paths and gleaming knives often
found flesh other than the victim’s.

It was known in attic, cellar, and alley
that the Duke was on the warpath. Rumor,
long since verified, had tagged Spider as the
man who had been “buzzing the Duke’s
moll.” This in itself was of no great im-
portance along Pilcon Street, where Love
walked with the downcast eyes of Shame;
but Pilcon Street was interested, em-
phatically, as to the method by which one
‘man would exterminate the other. Their
blood lust was so strong that bets were
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made as high as ten to one that the Duke
would “get ” him.

Jerry’s eyes were quick to note the care-
less manner in which the Duke lounged
against the bar. He caught the menace of
the almost imperceptible movement of the
Duke’s right hand as it slid cautiously into
his open shirt front. He followed the

. Duke’s steely, steady look which fastened

itself upon the glistening mirror lining the
back of the bar. There was something more
than carelessness, Jerry knew, in the way

“the Duke’s left arm rested in the hollow of

his back.

“ See here, Duke,” Jerry pleaded, ¢ yuh

can’t start anything in here to-night. No
rough stuff goes—see? This joint has or-
ders to be run decent and orderly. One
bark from a rod and the chief closes th’
dump. And me for the hoosegow and a
trip up the river. Yuh dassent even look
cockeyed in here any more, any time.”

Jerry paused, out of breath, frightened
a little by what he had said. He swabbed
his dripping forehead with the dirty towel.
The Duke regarded him with a smile and
Jerry took courage. “ So do me a favor,
will yuh? We're friends, ain’t’ we? Then
beat it th’ hell outa here—won’tcha,
Duke?”

“ Sure—anything to oblige,” promised
the Duke, watching carefully the mirror in
front of him. “ You certainly are nervous,

»

“ Spider?” went on Jerry, oblivious of
the promise and eager to forestall trouble.
“Why, I ain’t seen that bird fr a week.
Honest t° Gawd, Duke. Not since his
moll’s been in stir. Vuh knew some am-
bitious flattie pinched her, didn’t yuh?
Spider’s out with his mob, most likely.”
He paused, slightly confused; then, with a
squaring of his shoulders: “Say, Duke,
I know what you're here for, but forget it;
beat it th’ hell outa here, will yuh?”

“ You talk like an old woman,” the Duke
suddenly snapped. His voice, somehow, had
lost its friendly warmth. It became as sharp
and as thin as a steel blade, and as deadly.
His eyes narrowed to mere slits, never leav-
ing for a moment the mirror's glistening
surface,

‘“Of course we’re friends,” he went on;
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“ but you tell Spider that the Burrow won’t
hold us both at the same time unless he
keeps away from my g—.” He hesitated
over the word as though ashamed; then,
with a shrug: “ Well, you tell him what
T've said. He isn’t dumb. Now give me a
ginger ale.”

Relieved, Jerry_turned to pour a drink.
As he did so a door creaked. It opened
slowly.

The Duke’s lips tightened to a thin,
bloodless, white line as he saw, reflected
in the mirror, & boyish figure lurch in and
come to a stop and look curiously about.

-1

VOICE, high-pitched, suddenly
explodsd with profane com-
plaints, “ What th’ helll Is
this dump a morgue? Jerry,
you fat, belly-wise bum, gim-

me a drink!” Spider staggered slightly as

he walked forward through the uncertain
light.

Ten feet from the bar he stopped dead
still, regarding, with a mixture of curiosity
and perplexity, the broad, motionless back
of the Duke, who leaned as carelessly as
ever against the bar.

Vague shadows that were men began to
stir uneasily along the walls, to press closer
and closer against the darkness. The air,
smoke laden, dank, seemed charged with
an indefinable tension.

Jerry, with his ginger ale bottle poised
above a glass, took on the grotesque ap-

pearance of a gargoyle struggling fearfully -

into life. His lips moved in a mute message
of warning.

“ prder,” he gulped, after a tremendous
effort, “ you git outa here!”

“ Yeah?" sneered Spider. “ What for?”
He advanced another wavering step to reach
a position slightly to the left of the Duke’s
back.

“Oh!” he exclaimed lightly, as though
dware for the first time of the identity of
the man in front of him. “ Who’s your
quiet friend? Kinda unsociable, ain’t he?”
He swayed ahead another_teetering half
step, halting to rock back and forth on un-
certain heels.

*“ Yeah,” he went on, talking to himself,
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“but loud enough for his voice to carry into
the farthest “corner, “I hear th’ Duke
wants t’ see me. Well, T'll tell the cock-
eyed world I'm here. Nobody ever had to
‘wear out his brogans trying to find Spider
Dappitt.”

He burst into a gay, drunken giggle of
amusement. “ Whatcha goin’ £ do about
it, Duke?” he snapped addressing, for the
ﬁnt time, the unwavering back before him.
“ Sore about your moll, eh? Well, believe
me, brother, she’s the classiest jane that
ever wore a short skirt. Bought some gloves
at her counter to-day. An’ here’s some more
good news. I'm goin’ t’ take her out to-
morrow night. Some baby, Tl tell” th’
world!”

The Duke, impassive as a statue, never
turned to answer his tormenter. He knew,
and the Burrow knew, that the slightest
move meant death. With eyes contracted
to pin-points he continued his scrutiny of
Spider’s reflection in the mirror. Spider’s
voice became taunting, mocking, daris
every word an invitation to battle. Angry
because of the Duke’s indifference, he
changed tactics and resorted to invective,
mouthing vile epithets that even made the
shadows along the walls gasp.

The flabby Jerry, frightened now in
every nerve and muscle, managed somehow
to summon up courage enough to attempt
a summary ending of coming trouble.
Grasping an empty bottle firmly by the
neck, he soft-footed along the bar’s length
with the somewhat hazy idea of crashing
it down upon Spider’s head. His plan of
attack was short-lived, for Spider saw him.
His voice rang out menacingly.

“ Back up, papal” he shouted.

Jerry’s huge bulk jelly- rolled to its orig-
inal position.

Spider renewed his attack.

“Say, Duke, wouldn’t she make a fine
_moll to run with my mob? Wouldn’t th’
heelers, th’ housemen an’ all th’ rest of th’
boys be crazy about her? Betcha I could
train her to be th’ best come-on baby that
ever walked down Pilcon Street.”

He waited a full half minute for an
answer from the imperturbable Duke. Fu-
rious, finally, because of his failure to stir
him, Spider began to praise the girl in vul-
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gar Pilcon Street argot—filthy phrases
that again drew gasps from the shadows.

There is always a limit to everything.
‘According to the Burrow and its habitues,
it had been reached in this particular in-
stance. The Duke had played fair with
. Jerry. He had kept his promise—as long
as any promise could decently be kept. If
the Duke was the man- his reputation
claimed him to be, something was going to
pop. And the Burrow, crouching silently
against the walls, sensed this and waited
expectantly for the coming climax. What
it was waiting for came like a thunderbolt.

Without turning, with his eyes glued to
the mirror, the Duke said in a voice deadly
for its very calmness:

“You're a dirty liar, Spider!”

As he spoke his right hand slowly buried
itself deeper into his shirt front. Observing
_closely, one could have seen the bulge of
tightly clenched fingers.

Watching Spider’s reflection, he saw the
latter’s arm drop in a lightninglike move-
ment to his hip and whip back, waist high,
with a snub-nosed, ugly-looking gun. And
then, so fast that it would take a camera
eye to register the speed, the Duke’s hand
drove deeper into his shirt—a desperate
effort, seemingly, to poke his finger through
the cloth—and, without turning, he shot
twice—the fanciest bit of trick shooting
the Burrow ever had witnessed.

A noise much like the explosion of twin
firecrackers filled the room. Following the
explosion, shadows along the walls took
shape and edged out cautiously toward the
light. But before they had time to reach
the man now writhing on the floor the Duke
had picked him up and tossed him across
his shoulders. .

With a fierce whisper to Jerry to “ get a
«croaker,” the Duke rushed his limp burden
to the rear of the Burrow, crashed through
a door, and was gone.

And, as though nothing had happened;
the Burrow, with nothing more than a re-
gretful sigh over the sudden termination of

gun play, went on heavily with its grim-

efforts to wring laughter from life.

Dawn was beginning to sift through the
half drawn blinds, outlining, with its gray,
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indistinct light, the white-faced man on the
bed, the three men half dozing on chair§™in
the center of the room.

Soon one of them, youngish-looking and
more wide awake than the other two; ap-
proached the bedside, felt. the sleeper’s
pulse, came back after a minute, and said:
“Your friend is out of danger now. I'll
have a nurse over some time around noon.
See that he keeps quiet until she comes.”
He busied himself packing. queer-looking,
shiny instruments into .a long black grip.
Snapping it shut, he inspected the sleeper
again. Bidding the two men a whispered
good-by, he tiptoed softly to the door.

“Your friend had a mighty narrow
squeak,” he said from the threshold. “ If
anything should happen before the nurse
arrives, telephone me instantly.”

“He’s a good croaker,” yawned Jerry
in approval; “and he won’t squawk.”
Another prodigious yawn. “ Duke,” he
continued heavily, “I didn’t ask yuh t’
tell me about this here girl of yours, but
now that yuh've gone and done, yuh
mustn’t blame me for buttin’ in with a
little say-so of my own.” He stopped to
clear his throat. “ Love—I mean, y’ under-
stand’ th’ story-book kind of love—never
came my way; but I've read a lot about it—
see?

“ Maybe I'm th’ wrong guy to say it,
bein’ an old bach an’ livin’ where I do,
but dammit I've got a hunch yuh can’t go
around courtin’ a decent girl and stick
around Pilcon Street. Th’ two won’t mix.
Yuh ain’t playin’ square—see?” Jerry
paused to grin sheepishly. “ I'm a hell of-
a cuckoo to be peddlin’ advice, eh? But,
honest, Duke, now that this here thing has
been settled, yuh’d better beat it. Yuh
don’t belong here—yuh never did. Yuh
don’t drink, yuh don’t snuff th’ snow, yuh
don’t mix with th’ janes.

“T kept track of yuh f'r th’ two years
yuh been here. Now, mister, listen. If yuh
can think as fast and as straight as yuh
can shoot, yuh’ll pack up your turkey and
blow. If T was in th’ same jam as you "—
here he paused to wave a fat arm toward
the farther side of the room, where the
morning light showed a complicated ar-
rangement of wires, tubes, batteries, and
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wires—“ if I was you,” he repeated, “ I’'d
stick t’ this radio.business you’re so damn
nutty about.

“If yuh can nick one grand for that
little thingumagig yuh told me about las’
week, I’d never come begging for adven-
ture in th’ Burrow. Yuh’ve made Spider
crawfish. He’s a liar and says so. Ain’t that
enough?”

Out of breath from what undoubtedly
was the longest and most earnest speech
he ever made in his life, Jerry paused to
draw moist palms across tired, bloodshot,
sleep-hungry eyes.

“ Gawd!” he wheezed apologetically.
“1 must be dopey to talk like this. Excuse
me, Duke, will yuh?”

The Duke’s shoulders twitctied as if in
pain. With elbows resting on knees, he
cupped a haggard face in open palms.

“ What’s th’ matter?” inquired Jerry
solicitously. “ Toothache?”

“ Shut up!” barked the Duke in a muf-
fled voice.

“Well,” returned Jerry, smiling, “ do I
hear a second?”

The Duke answered by jumping up with
a suppressed cry and pacing tigerishly the
length of the room. He paused now and
then at the bedside to watch Spider lying
there silent and quiet as death itself. Then
back to the swift pacing, with Jerry fol-
lowing him with eyes of understanding.

Once ~Spider stirred restlessly and
moaned. With a catlike movement the
Duke was at his side.

“ How’s tricks, Spider?” he qunsnoned
softly.

Ju-ry went to the windows and threw
back the blinds. A warm flood of sunshine
flooded the room. Spider blinked at the
brightness. Then he smiled—a boyish
smile, frank and engaging.

Jerry regarded him thoughtfully, but
said nothing.

“Some shooter, Duke,” the wounded
man whispered painfully. He extended an
arm across the white counterpane.

‘ Shake,” he said, and again that boyish,
disarming smile.

The Duke grasped his hand. Spider
sighed wearily and closed his eyes.

“I'm goin’,” announced Jerry a moment
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later. He put on his hat and coat laborious-
ly. The Duke followed him to the door.
“Think over what I've said, Duke.”
Jeary’s voice dropped to a murmur.
“There’s another thing yuh want t’ get

wise to, friend. Spider’s a sick boy an’

all that, an’ yub’re sorry for what
pened, an’ I'm glad t’ see it—but this
honor among thieves is story-book bunk.
Get me? I've lived too long in Pilcon Street,
Duke. Yuh couldn’t findthe word forgive-
ness down there with a telescope. * Yuh
take my advice and forget this irwndshlp
stuff with Spider. He's a tricky devil
There’s others that 7l tell yuh that, too,
besides me. His record for double-crossing
is as black as a dark cellar on a dark and
stormy night.”

“ T take care of myself, Jerry. Thanks

it the same.” «

“ Veah? Well, Il see you here to-night,
Good-by.”

m

IITH Jerry’s words ringing in
his ears, the Duke resumed
his feverish travels back and
forth, every stép taking him
back into a past that rushed
up to meet him like a hideous nightmare,

« Jerry’s right,” he whispered fiercely.
“T don’t belong here. I've got to get out,
or the Burrow will get me.”

He kept repeating this over and over
again. His face was white and haggard. He
stooped as one might from carrying a heavy
burden. He muttered to himself as one mis-
deed after another arose to flog his con-
science.

He recalled his return from the army,
adventure crazy, restless, jobless, his soul
shaken by the horrors of war. He relived
in memory his long unsuccessful search for
something that would bring him back: into
the ways of his former life. He dwelt, with
& shudder, upon his final bid for food and
clothes,

He went over his life in Pilcon Street,
where he had won the title as the “ nerviest
guy that ever tapped a safe.” Mocking,
taunting him with agonizing memories, his
past marched like a living thing by his.
side. 23
3FW
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“Lord!” he moaned with the sweat of
Tepentance dripping from his forehead.

Through pain-stricken eyes there shot,
at last, a gleam of happiness as he recalled
his first meeting with Mary Monahan, the
dainty,- black-eyed, fearless, laughter-
doving girl who had captured his heart.
He lived again under the warmth of the
smile with which'she regarded him that un-
forgetable day when he first came to her
counter, and how she had laughed that
tinkling, merry laugh of hers when blush-
ingly he had asked for a dozen pairs of
gloves “for a sister about your size.”

- Two days later he had come again,
drawn irresistibly by the beauty of her.
“ For a sister about your size,” he had re-
peated. -

“ Your sister,” the girl had said shyly,
“must be bard on gloves.” -

“ That's no kid.” He recalled the blush
that followed his crude attempt at humor.

“Oh, yes, they are.” She had refused,
with an innocent twinkle of her black eyes,
to accept the joke; but at the sight of his
crestfallen face her silvery laugh had rung
out, clear and as sweet as a soft-toned bell.
Tt had cemented, then and there, a friend-
_ship which had flourished like the green
“bay tree. Dinners, dances, shows, long rides
into the open country under a mellow moon
had worked their enchantment upon them
‘both.

Fresh and holy in his memory was that
first kiss of when, for
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“ She’s strong fr ya, Duke. Say, it’s
kinda hard to talk, m’ throat’s so damn
dry. I'm tellin’ ya th’ truth, Duke. Just
a little sore at th’ way ya treated me, I
was, an’ a little bit drunk. Pilcon Street’s
been handin’ me a lot o’ bunk—thought
T’d get even. Forget it, eh, Duke? Bygones
t’ be bygones, huh?”

“ Bygones are bygones, Spider,” an-
swered the Duke.

-A great load freed his soul. He had
the glow that comes from a bath. He felt
clean and decent. He was immeasurably
glad now that he had had the sense to
keep his suspicions from Mary. He
breathed deeply, filling his lungs with the
air of pur® happiness. When Spider’s eyes
closed the Duke was humming a gay, lilting
melody.

He bathed, shaved, and dressed. When
the nurse arrived at noon he hurriedly gave
her the doctor’s instructions and left with
a cheerful whistle, a piercing challenge for
the world to dare match his joy.

They ate together, the Duke and the
girl, Mary Monahan, in a quiet, out-of-the-
way place. And in the short, dramatic hour
that was theirs he told her of his life—the
black stains against him; of Pilcon Street
and the Burrow, Jerry, Spider, everything
—and at last, hesitatingly, the fight and the
reason for it.

Mary Monahan listened patiently, with

a reflecting moment, a maddening, heart-
throbbing moment, her lips had rested as
light as thistledown upon his. The sweet
confession of love—the plighting of vows—
Despair as black as the pit engulfed him,
made him so weak and dizzy that it was
with extreme difficulty he found a chair to
rest his aching body.

Spider awoke, saw him slumped deject-
edly near by, and cmoked a beckoning
finger.

“ Duke ” the wounded man whispered
weakly, “1 made a damn fool of myself.
‘Want to square it. Never did have a date
with your girl—been-where she works and
all that, bought gloves like I said; but she
turned me down flatter than a week-old
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at first, then fear, and at last,
as the Duke went on relentlessly, in sor-
row. Tears were streaming down her face
when he finished.

“ Well, that’s about all, Mary. I'm what
they ca!.l a no-good guy—a plain crook.
T’'m sorry—but that doesn’t help you much,
does it? I would have kept away from you,
but that’s easier said than done. Well, it’s
over. Being what I am and what you know
me to be, Pm going to get up and walk
out of that door, and so out of your life.
It’s—it’s about the only thing I can do.
Sorry that I hurt you—but I had to tell
you—"

The Duke was too much in earnest about
it all to be dramatic. That, possibly, was
what made it so.

He arose and extended his hand.
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got up, too, and came around the
table. She faced him, her clear, steady eyes
holding him spellbound. And thus they
stood, the both of them, quiet, trembling,
with lips slightly parted.

After an agelong moment the girl,
starry-eyed, gave a little heartrending cry,
put her arms about his meck, pulled his
face down to hers, and kissed him full upon
the lips.

“Oh,” she said tremulously—“ oh, but
you're so dumb, so very dumb! Come,”
she sobbed, “ we’re going out together.”

‘Their waiter, old and wise, scowled when
he saw the girl’s tear-stained face. “ Why
they fall for these drug store cowbays is
more’n I know,” he muttered with a help-
lss geslure as Maklng a pretty girl like that

Andbemgawmter u]dandw:sgmall
probability he changed his mind when he
found under the Duke’s plate a crinkly ten-
dollar bill,

The following two weeks went by on
golden wings, each day a lifetime of hap-
piness such as the Duke never dreamed
possible. The Burrow, with a knowing
smile, accepted his announcement of “ going
straight ” for what it thought the news was
worth. As good or better men as he had
quit Pilcon Street gladly, finally to sneak
back “home.” “Once a crook, always a
crook,” was the proved motto ruling their
lives. Only jail kept them away.

One night after a show and a dinner
with Mary, the Duke entered his apartment
to find, besides Spider propped up in bed
reading, three flashily dressed men sitting
close together on chairs propped against the
farther side of the room.

Spider’s “ Hey, wake up!” brought them
to their feet.

“ Sorta surprise party, Duke,” said one,
blowing a huge white funnel of smoke from
thick lips.

“ Got sompin’ for yah,” announced an-
other. “ Come on an’ sit down.”

“We just got back,” said the third with
a knowing wink. “ Had a good trip.”

Reluctantly the Duke found a chair,
‘drew it up, and sat down. Lighting a ciga-
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rette carefully and looking each evil visitor
squarely in the eye, he said in a note of
finality:

“You can count me out, boys. I'm
99 44-100 per cent pure. Yes, you can
count me out.”

The three worthies failed to see the
humor of it.

“ Ninety-nine and forty-four one hun-
dredth per cent pure bunk,” said Nicky
Harris, a tall, angular, pock-iaced man with
a cast in his right eye. He squirmed ner-
vously and coughed. “ Pure bunk, Duke,"
he repeated. “ Don’t make me laff.”

“ Easy, Nicky, easy,” purred “ Silk Cat ”
Jerivan, portly, red-faced, sober-minded.
“T heard about it, Duke, and I'm mighty
glad to hear of it. Now, you know me well
enough to know I would never come to you
for help only under circumstances which I
am about to relate.”

Silk Cat Jerivan, dignified as a judge and
as courteous as a Beau Brummel, sighed
sorrowfully. He seemed about to cry. |

“We've been out together, and we know
each other. You're a square shooter, Duke.|
Turn down'a friend? Of course you
wouldn’t!”  Jerivan grew confidential.
“Billy Rand’s in stir. They're bearing
down hard on him. It’s going to take a
pile of money to get a good mouthpiece
(lawyer). M-o-n-e-y, in capital letters,
will spring Billy, and nothing else. Why
he pulled his rod on the captain God only

“knows. Anyway, Wilson died this morn-

ing, and it’s Billy for the hot chair unless
Pilcon Street digs up. Croaking an officer
makes this a tough one to get by head-
quarters.”

Silk Cat paused long enough to let this
sink in. Then suddenly he leaned over,
placed his lips to the Duke’s ear. He
whispered long and earnestly. And when
he leaned back the Duke jumped up,
walked nervously about the room, came
back, said tensely: <

“I can’t do it. It may be easy, but
yowll have to find some one else. I'm
through for keeps.”

The men looked at him sullenly, half
contemptuously.

“Aw, be yourself, Duke!” snorted
Ducky Dumont, heretofore the silent mem=
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ber of the group. A slim-waisted, ferret-
eyed gangster was Ducky, famed in the
underworld as a killer. A deadly little rat.
“ What's once more in a lifetime?” he went
an. “Th’ girl can’t kick. She'd do th’
)same in a pinch. Gawd! We can’t go back
an a guy, Duke. An’ like Silk Cat says, th’
job’s a pipe. Open and shut. Tailor made.
Charity work, that’s what. An’ easy as
pie. No trouble, no hurry, an’ a mile from
anywhere.

“ Jus’ five lmmy'minucs with those nim-
ble fingers of yours, an’ th’ job’s done.
Silk Cat, Nicky an’ me out in th’ bushes
watchin’. ¥a can’t throw us down. Say,
ya wouldn’t send Billy to th’ heater?”

Ducky’s voice rose to a wail. Silk Cat
Jerivan kicked him into silence.  For the
ove of mud, Ducky, if you want to broad-
«cast this thing, I'll take you to a station.”

Nicky Harris got up, soft-shoed over to
the bed, stuck his face close to the sleeping
Spider. Satisfied that he slumbered, Nxck
came back,

“ Have t’ watdl that bird,” he grunted.
“ Damn poor guy t’ have around. Tricky
as a snake.”

1t took the better part of three hours
for the courtly, suave Jerivan to persuade
the Duke to take a five-minute detour from
the straight and narrow.

“Call me when you're ready,” he told
them, white lipped, when the three bade
him good-by.”

“ Whatcha looking so white about?”
questioned Spider the next morning.
“ Seen a ghost, or sumpin’?”

“Ap army of them, Spider,” said" the
Duke wearily.

That day and the next and the pext
the Duke kept to his room. He dared not
trust himself to the gentle sweetness of the
girl he loved. On the night of the fourth
day he called her up. Her voice calmed
and steadied him, yet every word was a
sharp, agonizing stab of remorse. He told
her that he had been out of the city, that
‘e was going out again early the next morn-
ing. When he'd be back he could not say,
but she was not to worry. He spoke cheer-
fully, yet she must have sensed something
wrong, for Sp:dzr watching him, saw him
shake his head in vigoreus denial.
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“No, no, Mary,” he insisted. “ I'm all
right. Fine. Don’t worry, please.”

v

ten'that night, an hour after
his conversation ‘with Mary,
the telephone shrilled its sum-
mons. The Duke approached
it with dread in each lagging
step. He placed the receiver tight against
his ear, closed his eyes, and listened in-
tently to the soft-pitched voice of Jerivan.

“We're leaving in thirty minutes, Duke.
Ready?”

“ Any time.” He dragged the word out
against his will.

After a time he went into his bedroom.
He came out dressed in a rough, ill-fitting
dark suit that evidently had seen much
wear. ’

Spider’s eyes gleamed.

In vain the Duke tried to calm himself.
He talked of inconsequential things' to
Spider, played the phonograph, smoked in-

i toyed ai with
the bulbs, batteries, wires, and tubes of his
radio set, paced the floor mervously. At
twenty-five minutes past ten he doffed a
light-gray cap and ulster.

“ Now,” snarled Spider five minutes after
the Duke had departed. He slid from the
bed as lightly as a cat.- He exchanged his
pyjamas for the suit of clothes he found in
a closet, Smiling to himself, he took a
turn or two about the room, pausing now
and then to rub his injured shoulder.
“ Knew sompin’ would turn up,” he mut-
tered. “ Nobody in this whole damn world
can make a monkey out of Spider.”

He found a flask and poured himself a
stiff drink, smacking his cruel lips at every
burning swallow.

A few minutes later he went to the tele-
phone md called a number.

A e voice answered.

“This Mary Monahan?” asked Spider.
His voice was sharp and businesslike.

“Ves. What is it.”

“ Well, this is Spider Dappit. Yes, yes,
Spider up at the Duke’s joint—the guy he
shot. Remember?”

“ Yes,” came the answer.

“ What is it?”
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“ Why, nothin’ much. Kinda worried,
though, about th’ Duke. Wondering what
ailed him th’ las’ three or four days. Been
hangin’ aroun’ this dump actin’ like a sick
cat. To-night he ups an’—”

“But he’s been out of town. He told
me so. Spider, you must be wrong.”

“—Then to-night he ups an’ beats it outa
here with three of his pals—"

Aware of the girl's anxiety, Spider
gloated over his sport of torture.

“I1—I don’t understand, Spider.
must be wrong. You—"

“—An’ by now he’s out on the Merri-
field Road, headed toward Judge Mentern’s
house—th’ swell dump sittin’ back so
pretty from th’ highway. Yuh've been past
it many’s th’ time. Remember it? Well,
th’ Duke said he wanted t’ clean up before
gettin’ hitched. Seems like he didn’t want
yuh t’ know about it. Thought, somehow,
yuh might kick. He said las’ night—"

“It’s a lie, Spider—it’s a lie!” blazed
the girl.

“—And so I got kinda worried—see?—
like I said. Say, yuh listenin’? I got kinda
worried, an’ so what do yuh think I'm goin’
t’ do?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Warn him, won’t
you, Spider? Save him. Oh, you’re going
to help him, aren’t you?” Her voice went
on and on, pleading hungrily for something
tangible to allay her fears.

Spider gulped down another swallow of
burning liquor.

“ Tell me, Spider—tell me you’re going
to help him.”

“Sure I'm goin’ t’ help. Like I said, I
got kinda worried. So damn worried that
I’m goin’ t’ call headquarters—police. They
will save him.”

He laughed heartily over thls, slapping
his thigh with his free hand and rocking
back and forth in his chair, unable to con-
tain his mirth.

A gasp that broke into a startled cry
reached him.

“You're lying, Spider. You wouldn’t
play a trick like that on the man who be-
friended you. You're lying, Spider. Tell
me so.”

“Lyin’, helll” barked Spider. “Be-
friended me, huh, Like hell he did! What’s

You
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that? Say, don’t call me a liar! Well, have
it your own way, m’ dear. An’ say, kid,
when yuh go down t’ headquarters t’-mor-
row morning, tell th’ Duke that he can’t
shoot me full of holes without payin’ for
it. Knew if I waited long enough I'd get
even. ‘ Bygones are bygones, eh, Duke?’
1 said to him; an’ th’ poor fish fell for it.”
From his lips poured peal after peal of
vicious laughter.

A distant thud as of a body falling
checked a cackle of delight.

He barked profanely into the telephone
without result.

“ She don’t believe oI’ Spider, eh?” he
muttered. “ Well, we’ll see.” He banged
the receiver back on the hook, let it re-
main there for a moment, then took it off
and called a number. The conversation that
followed was decidedly businesslike. - It
seemed to have a sobering effect upon
Spider, who, immediately after it was over,
made quick preparations to leave the apart-
ment.

After an eternity Mary got to her feet.
Slowly and painfully she raised herself to
the telephone and called a number. A bell
rang in the Burrow, and Jerry came pad-
ding of heavy feet to its summons. A girl’s
voice whispered in his ear, so clear, so
close, that at first he imagined the speaker
was at his elbow.

A look of surprise shone in his face.
He listened patiently, then, stirred into ac-
tion, said in a voice grown hoarse with
excitement:

“ All right, all right—TI'll be there in five
minutes. Now yuh hang onto yo’self until
I get this thing straight.”

Jerry ambled behind the bar.

“Th’ Burrow’s closin’ early. Everybody
out,” he roared.

Rushing frantically about, he turned off
all the lights.

In two minutes the Burrow was empty
and locked up, and Jerry in a taxi was
speeding like the wind to Mary Monahan,,
begging at every bumpy interval that the
driver “step on it.”

Mary met him at the door, white-faced,:
trembling, and with fear in her eyes. Shei
told him quickly what Spider had said.
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“Didn’t I tell him that Spider was a
dirty, double-crossing little rat? ‘I can
take care of myself,’ th’ Duke says. Yeah,
T'guess s0.” Jerry was angry and worried.
“We've got to show some speed,” he
added.

“ But what shall we do?” rejoined Mary,

lespairing. -

He regarded the girl thoughtfully, ap-
praising her carefully.

“Yuh love him, just th’ same, little
lady?”',

“ Better than my life,” she announced
in a clear voice.

“That helps.”

“ Tl do anything—anything to bring him
back.”
— “7Yve got a scheme—maybe,” Jerry said.
He reached into his pocket, withdrew a
pearl-handled, blue-barreled, dainty instru-
ment, and p]aced it ce.re(ully in the'girl’s
hand.

“Got lots of nerve?” he quesuoned
quietly.

The girl looked at the gun, al Jerry.
She nodded.

“Do anything to save th’ crazy fool?”

Again her eyes went to the gun, and
again she nodded.

Satisfied, Jerry sat down. He talked fast
and convincingly.

A minute or two later a taxi drew up at
the curb. The two piled in after Jerry
gave the driver minute instructions as to
directions.

“I know a short cut,” Jerry whispered
as the car wove in and out of the down
town traffic. He looked at his watch. “ We
got plenty of time. All we want now is a
little favor from Lady Luck. Maybe if 1
was you, Mary, I'd pray a little.”

And she did. An earnest prayer, such as
any girl would make to save the soul of her
sweetheart.

V

HE house, the Duke discov-
cred, was as easy of entrance
as his pals had said. A care-
ful reconnoiter of the grounds
had proved the home’s com-

plete isolation. He approached a French

window, A slight push and he was inside.
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He paused a moment to get his bearings.
With ears attuned he catalogued those
sounds so peculiar to the night. Satisfied as
to his safety, but still cautious, he dropped
to his knees and crept, with the surety of a
cat stalking its prey, over the soft nap of
the carpet until the stairway leading to the
floor above was reached.

Up this stairway he went, one slow foot
at a time until the landing was attained.
Here he threw his flash on a penciled draw-
ing which he withdrew from an inner pock-
et, regarded the diagram - carefully, and
then, sure that he understood its directions,
he proceeded as cautiously as before down a
long, narrow hall.

At the end of this hall a door opened
on his left. This he opened, stepped across
the threshold, closed it softly until he heard
the latch click. A deep sigh of relief escaped
him. Standing motionless, he again classi-
fied the strange sounds drifting through the
hotise. After a tense moment of waiting,
he took out his watch, the ghostly light of
the dial reminding him that time, after all,
was as much his enemy as the law. He
heard, faintly, the swish and sweep of motor
cars speeding up and down the Merrifield
Road. Tiptoeing to the nearest window, he
peered out into the darkness, trying to spot
the shrubbery in which his pals lay con-
cealed. ‘

Satisfied that they were on guard, but
still as cautious as ever, he pulled down
the heavy curtains of all the windows—
making certain, too, that each was down
far enough to exclude all light either from
without or within.

This leted with the
quickness of a man who knows his work,
the Duke turned on his flash and began
a hurried but sire examination of the walls.
He found the trick wall-safe, and, in less
time than it takes to tell it, his dexterous
fingers, aided by a thin, short piece of steel,
had pried it open. He was breathing hard
now, from the excitement of his quest, every
muscle of his lithe, vigorous body as taut as
steel wires.

Far down the Merrifield Road came the
faint ‘but sinister sound of an auto horn,
Faint as it was, the Duke’s sensitive ears
caught it, interpreted it—the high-pitched,
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‘blood-chilling call of an ambulance or patrol
rushing ‘madly on its errand of mercy or
justice.

The Duke inserted a lean hand into the
gaping mouth of the safe. What he found
inside he hurriedly stuffed into a black bag
that depended from his neck from two
leather thongs.

Another long-drawn-out blast came down
the wind, nearer now, and urging him
against delay. He wondered vaguely if his
pals had caught the possible significance
of it, if they would be prepared for instant
flight the moment he appeared. Every-
thing, he knew, must work with clocklike
precision, He speculated, calmly enough,
on whether, after all, the sound carrigd a
threat, or if it was his mind that was
jumpy.

. But another blast, clear, and not more
than a mile or so away, convinced him.

He turned to go.

And as he did so he was bathed in a
flood of light, so intense, so strong, that it
flattened him against the wall and held
him there petrified from fright. He made
a tremendous effort to reach his gun, but
every part of him was powerless.

“ Caught with the goods!” The words
crashed through his brain. As in a dream,
he thotght of Mary, of his promises, and
the realization of what capture meant gave
him life.

His hand moved to his shirt front. His
fingers seemed cold and stiff.

“ Stick ’em up—high up, kid! Way up,
that’s it!”

The voice wasgruff, but deadly deter-
mined. The sound of heavy feet thumping
across the room came to the Duke, and
then, so close that he seemed to feel the
speaker’s lips upon his ear: “ Steady now.
Keep ’em up.” The man at his back re-
moved the black bag, opened it quickly,
and returned its contents to the safe.

‘““ Hold th’ light on him,” he commanded.
“ Now, march!”

An iron finger jabbed the Duke in the
back. He walked directly up the blinding
aisle of light with the man in the rear
prodding him with the gun barrel. He im-
agined he heard a sob as he stepped gin-
gerly across the threshold. “ Some new
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flattie losing his nerve,” he said to him-
self. It gave him an odd feeling of amuse-
ment at first, but when he heard a quick,
frightened intake of breath he suddenly be-
came alert. His mind was crowded with a
thousand plans of escape.

Down the long hall the strange procession
went, down the stairs, through chilly, high-
ceilinged rooms to a door at the rear.

“ Open it, kid,” muttered the man at his
back, . X

Single file they esossed this threshold
and down a path which led through a gar-
den. Passing through a fence and a hedge
they came at last to a field of grain. Here
they halted. Near by stood a car with purr-
ing engine, but without lights.

Back of them they became suddenly
aware of men running this way and that
about the grounds. Soon shouts and curses
filled the air, and at intervals the sharp
flash of guns pricked the darkness.

A shadow emerged from a clump of
trees near by and came to life with a loud
shout of “ Halt!”

The summons brought a sharp, terrified
cry from one of the Duke’s captors. He
turned about and took a step toward her.

“A girll” The Duke’s head began to
swim. Either he was dreaming or else his
capture was the strangest thing that had
ever happened. What was a girl doing on a
job like this? The shadow came toward
them, stumbling over the small shrubs that
dotted the grass here and there. It gave
voice to another cry of “ Halt!” and again
came a sob of terror from the girl.

“ Why don’t you tell him who you are?”
whispered the Duke. “ Want to get shot
up?”

The girl was crying now. Once she al-
most fell. : .

“ C'mon! C’'mon!” cried the man at the
Duke’s side. “ Into the car! This kidnaping
stunt’s over.” -

A gun barked. The Duke felt the sear-
ing pain of red-hot iron on his shoulder:
He fell to his knees. The man and woman
with him picked him up.

The man whispered encouragement in
the Duke’s ear.

“ Jerry!” he gasped, at last recognizing
the voice of his friend.
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“Yeab, it’s Jerry; an’ lucky for you.
But it’s goin’ to be a corpse unless we get
th' hell outa here. Step on it, brother,”
he shouted, addressing the driver who
crouched behind the wheel.

“You're a fine egg!” snorted Jerry as
the car shot down the narrow side road.
“Huh! Riskin’ our necks for a simp like
you! Dammit, yuh oughta be’ crawlin’ on
your bands and knees t' th’ girl here.”

“Don’t!” pleaded Mary Monahan, cry-
ing softly.

Her arms crept about the Duke’s neck.
She heard a faint. whisper of “ Mary!”
and then lay almost crushed beneath the
limp body of her lover.

Nicky Harris, Ducky Dumont, and Silk
Cat Jerivan were “sent up the river ” for
indeterminate sentences on the charge of
attempted robbery and resisting an officer.
Angd-the Duke, as sick as he was, would
have confessed and gone with them if he
had had his way.

Long since he-had told Mary the reason
for his share in the criine; and she, like a
brave and loyal sweetheart, had forgiven

him,
“But T want to start all over,” he said
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earnestly to Mary one day as he sat
propped up in bed. “ My shoulder is al-
most well. I could walk down to headquar-
ters. I want to take what’s coming to me.
T'm not trying to show off. I'm trying to
prove to you that I-love you.”

“ There yuh go again,” interrupted Jerry,

who had dropped in to pay his daily visit.
“Don’t be foolish. Th’ bunch isn’t askin’
yub ' do it. Mary, isn’t, an’ besides yuh
didn’t take anything, did yuh? Th’ stuff
is still there, isn’t it? Pilcon Street’s goin’
t’ get th’ bunch out *fore long. Don’t be so
damn Don. Keesoti or whatever’s his name
that fought windmills, Do like you said—
get outa town and start that radio busi-
ness.” -
“But I want to start right,” repeated
the Duke, still pursued by the ghosts of re-
morse. He turned to Mary. “ What
about it?”

“And I want you to—oh, if- you enly
knew how much!” Her voice choked. Then
smiling 'at him through misty eyes, she said
shyly: )

“I think you've paid enough. I'm so
sure of it that your first walk from this
room will be with me to—to an altar.”

And they did, and it was.

THE PLOT THAT FAILED

=nHOSE who know declare tliat

escape proof. Few convicts
have ever been successful in a
crush out of this modern prison. Indeed,
few have had the heart to attempt such an
apparently hopeless task. It is a byword
in that part of the country that many go in,
‘but few come out of the great gates by any
other route than a completed sentence, a
pardon, or a parole.

But Isadore Londe knew nothing of this.

‘As a member of the Egan gang in St. Louis

St. Louis was broken. His pals and pro-
tectors were sent to the United States prison
at Leavenworth for a daring mail robbery
and the police were hot on his trail for the
score of crimes which he had committed.
Londe fled to Detroit, where one of his first
acts was to hold up and rob a jeweler. He

. was promptly caught and just as promptly

convicted and sentenced to serve from four-
teen to forty years in prison.

So Londe, the St. Louis bad man, went
to Marquette, undismayed by the misfor-
tune. He did no boasting, .but it was plain
that he did not mr.end to stay there long.

At the , he was a marked

hewasa and

a wild, reckless, devil-may-care youth who
defied the police brazenly and openly boast-
ed that a prison had not yet been built that
could hold him.

In time the vouthful gunman’s hold in

man. The warden had read his record and
knew him for a desperate criminal, for all
of his smooth voice and soft black eyes. .
“Watch him,” said the warden, and
guards trailed Londe wherever he moved.
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A man stood behind him at his tasks during
the day and eyes peered into his cell regu-
larly through the night. Londe accepted it
all without resentment. He was waiting.

Gradually Londe found his men, Eddie
‘Weisman, of Chicago, a gunman and thief;
Joe De Florio, a highwayman, and Vance
Hardy, a murderer, were selected. A hard
trio they were and well Londe knew it.
They were the kind he wanted for the big
crush to liberty.

Bit by bit the plot was communicated to
the selected prisoners. All wére doing long
terms and were carefully watched, but
Londe managed to pass his plan along and
it was unanimously approved.

The prison authorities do not know how
the weapons were smuggled into the prison,
but on the morning of June 28, Londe,
Weisman, De Florio, and Hardy appeared
in the penitentiary yard fully armed with
automatics. Two guards standing at the
entrance to one of the cell houses were
-seized, disarmed, and captured.

“Now,” ordered Londe, “go over the
wall with us and if those guards in the
towers shoot at us they’ll kill you, too.”

The men sallied across the yard toward
the walls. By this time the break was
known and all the guards were on the alert.

As the convicts came across the yard

with the two kidnaped attendants ahead of
them, the men on the wall opened fire, care-
fully aiming to avoid hitting the kidnaped
men; but the care réquired ruined their
shooting and Londe and his confederates
reached the wall in safety. Over they went
with the aid of a rope ladder. On the other
side they released the guards and ducked
into the heavy woods which surround the
prison on all sides.
. Hastily organized posses of guards and
civilians took up the trail. The news of
the escape was broadcast by telephone,
telegraph, and radio and every road in the
vicinity was blocked, but no trace of the
convicts was found. They had disappeared
into the woods.

On the Fourth of July the escaped men
broke from cover and appeared at Republic,
Michigan, where they stole 4 fast automo-
bile and headed it for the Wisconsin line,
a few miles away. Once more the roads
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were blocked and once more the fugitives
‘dropped from sight.

“We went into the woods near Republic
and held a pow-wow,” said De Florio, “ and
Weisman and Londe had an argument
about what we were going to do. Weisman
wanted to lay low in the woods, but Londe
insisted on stealing a machine and making
for the borGer.

“As things turned out, Londe was
wrong.”

At any rate, Londe chose a road and
headed his car for the border, declaring that_
he was going to drive through or lose his
life in the attempt. It happened that the
'road he selected was blocked near Sagola
by Sheriff Cleveland of Dickinson County
and several deputies. %

As the roaring exhaust of the convicts’”
car reached the ears of the posse, its mem-
bers ranged themselves along the side of
the road. When the car came abreast, a
deputy stepped into the road, waving his
arm and shouting for the driver to stop.
It was dark and the deputy leaped to one
side just in time to avoid the speeding auto-
mobile. The next minute four members of
the posse had fired into the tires and the
car swerved into the ditch. Three men
leaped out on the side toward the posse,
the fourth going out the other side.

By the light of his flash light one of the
deputies recognized De Florio.

“That’s them!” he shouted.
have it!”

Sawed-off shotguns carrying wicked lead
slugs roared in the night and the fugitives
turned to run. Londe, Weisman, -and
DeFlorio fell wounded in the roadway.
Hardy, who was the man on the other side
of the machine, reached the woods in safety
and got away, although it is believed that
he was wounded.

S6 on a quiet Sunday morning, the three
bad men from Marquette were returned to
their prison, each strapped to an iron cot.

As Londe saw the walls of the prison he
choked back a cough, the result of his
wounds, and said:

“ Well, back home again.”

And Weisman retorted:

“Yes, you got yaur fast ride. ’l‘EM was
what you want

«Let %em



The lady detached an earring and placed it on the salver

 BEATING THE GAME

By- Florence Crewe-Jones

A VISIT TO THE PREFECT OF POLICE IN PARIS AND
A FEW ANECDOTES OF CLEVER FRENCH CRIMINALS

s * A Story of Fact

SIHEN I confided to a well
informed Frenchiman that
1 was determined to inter-
view personally the Pre-
fect of Paris Police he did
not, after the manner of
an Englishman, remonstrate with, “ But,
my dear madam, it isn’t done.” He con-
tented himself with, “ There is also the
Dalai Lama at Lhassa if you will seek the
‘inaccessible.”

But then my Gallic friend knew nothing
of a certain quite powerful letter of in-
troduction to the august personage of the
Prefecture which I bad been at great pains
to obtain. anv more-than he realized how
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moving.could be the interest of an Amer-
ican in the present-day personification of
the deus ex machina of nearly all the best
detective stories of fifty years or more.

Here was the force'that guided Vidocq
and Lecoq, who had brought the villainous
Vautrin to his last avatar as one of his
own agents, ‘imprisoned Rubempré; the
center about which all of du Boisgobey and
Gaboriau had revolved, yes, the rival of
Arsene Lupin. 5

Pretty much all fiction, perhaps, but the
characters and the deeds of well turned
fiction have a way of attaining in the minds
of men a more certain immortality and
lasting reality than those of mere life.
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And, ater all, the dificulty of attaining
to the sanctum of the Prefect is more a
legend than reality. At least so I found it,
but it may be that my aforementioned let~
ter had something to do with my success.
And ¥ do not mean that a call on the Pre-
fect is a mere matter of stepping into his
office and saying: “ Good moming.”’ It
isn’t.

First there is the Prefect’s concierge.
And he is a concierge, a strapping French-
man, in the smartest blue and gold uni~
form imaginable, gleamirgly spotless of
linen. He holds the outer door and takes
some satisfying before one is permitted to
enter even the building. Once baxely in-
side one is face to face with & po less 1o~
splendent personage with gimlet eyes and
a sharp-shooting cross-examination.

Storming the Gates

He satisfied, one is given over into the
hands of a kuisser or usher who conducts
one, no, not to the Prefect, but to his
secretary. This official doesn’t X-ray one
nor does he take Bertillon measurements of
the caller, but he’s not at all afraid to be
inquisitive.

But finally, in my case at least, all the
outer gates are taken and, passing thloagh
a noiselessly swinging door, one finds one’s
self in the Presence.

It was M. Nudian who received me, and
it happened that at that time he was Just
completmg his duties as Prefect of Paris
in anuclpanon of becoming Prefect of
the Seine, retiring from the former position
in favor of M. Morain, the present Prefect.

Courtly and distinguished, with an air of
diplomacy and finesse that would have
distinguished a perfect ambassador, M.
Nudian was anything but “ easy copy ” in
an interview. He was high in praise of
the service he commanded, but it seemed
that my quest for dramatic exploits was
to be in vain.

Then a queer quirk manifested itself. I
had asked if the police were ever com-
pletely foiled by criminals, spzcﬁng some
equivalent of that “ Oh, we get ’em in the

end " of Scatland Vard or Arerican “ head-
quarters.”  But instead of that came a
gurgling laugh,

FLYNN'S

““ Oh, yes, the rogues often fool us,” said
he, and it was plain to see a manifesta-
tion of what‘bas always distinguished the
heads of the Paris police from their con-
freres of other countries—their sense of the
humorous, the adept, even when they are
at the wrong end of the k.

-And then I found that while it is the
most difficult thing in the world to per-
suade any Paris police official of standing
to tell of an incident of which he was the
hero, he will talk willingly enough of the
exploit of a rogue—that is, an exploit that
sec.ms to bave something of adroitness and

in it. .

So if ¥ couldn’t obtain from M. Nudian
& tale in which his men had out-Sherlock-.
Holmesed the prodigy of Baker Street,

- Hsten to what ¥ did learn:

It began through an incident of amaz-
ing effrontery at the Paris Opera. Certain
visiting royalties who must be nameless
here were being officially entertained and
the\rgreatboxwas'hecmterofﬂleya
during the intermissions. Also, in one of
the stage boxes and also the center of her
circle of attention, was a lady of the demi-
monde who at one time had attained to a
stage career not at all through any talent,
but on account of her undoubted beauty.

With this young woman, Mlle. M, was
her protector, 8 wealthy South American.
She was wearing some wondrous diamond
earrings, the parting gift of a lately de-
parted Indian prince who had been one
of her most ardent followers.

. An Unusual Request
It was during an entre-act that an elder
ly attendant, duly amayed in the royal
livery of the visiting mighty ones, umened

@ jewel she, the grand dud:em,m'm

The.younxnnddashmg rand Duchess
X, who had the reputation of doing the
most oOutre things and who hed often
amazed the court with her actions, was
sitting in full view of Mile. M, surrounded.
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by brilliantly uniformed officers, laughing
and chatting.

The lady of the demimonde highly flat-
tered that her jewels had been noticed by
royalty, proceeded at once to grant the re-
quest, detaching one of her earrings and
placing it on the salver. The attendant
bowed ceremoniously and disappeared.

Need it be said that although Mlle. M
scanned closely the box of .the grand
duchess, she waited in vain for any ‘evi-
dence of the reception of her jewel to mani-
fest itself. Suspicion faintly stirred and
the South American left the box to make
inquiries.

A Clever Foe

Nothing could be learned, but still not
at all sure that the duchess had not her
jewel the owner refrained from notifying
the police till the next morning.

Then, accompanied by her protector,
she visited the Prefecture. It was quickly
realized by the police that they had for
antagonist one with a more than ordinarily
alert mind. He had been satisfied with
one earring, he had played to perfection
a part almost sure to blind Mile. M’s cau-
tion by the appeal to her vanity. He had
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Arrived at her home, the officer took -Gt-
casion to ask her if she was quite sure of
her chauffeur. She was. It was then de-
termined to send the second diamond ear-
ring back to the Prefecture by the officer,
the photograph was to be quickly taken
and the chauffeur would fetch the jewel
back. The officer was given the jewel; he,
in turn, gave a receipt, in proper police
form; - the chauffeur drove him away, he
saluting ceremoniously.

Two hours later the chauffeur telephoned
to ask how much longer he should wait.
His mistress told him he might send word
inside and ascertain if the jewel would be
required overnight. Then, surprisingly to
the victims, it was discovered that no one
in the Prefecture knew a.nything about the
matter.

“That feat,” concluded my informer,
“required boldness and imagination cou-
pled with certain other attributes that we
could not pin on any known criminal, and,
as matters turned out, we were right in re-
fraining from suspicion in certain quarters
where, at first, it seemed that it might have
been centered.

“ For in just a month to a day the jewels
were returned to the Prefecture - with a

appeared, done his work and
under the eyes of thousands. Before, Mlle.
M left the Prefecture, it was agreed that
the name of the Grand Duchess X must
not be mentioned in the case.

She and her protector had taken but
a few steps into the courtyard, when she
heard her name called and, turning, be-
held a young man, hatless and with a pencil
behind his ear, hastening toward them.

“ The Prefect,” he explained, * has sent
me to ask you to take back to him, or to
send by a person you can trust, the second
earring. He wishes- to show it to his in-
spectors and to photograph it to send to
the jewelers of Europe and America. It
is important that he should have it at once.
We can send an officer with you who can
bring it back, if you wish.”

Mlle. M. saw no reason to reject a propo- *

sition that seemed so plausible and na-
tural. Her car was standing outside the
Prefecture. She and the South American
got in and the officer sat with the chauffeur.

polite but 11 note re-
gretting the trouble to which we had been
put. Trouble! It was a pleasure to deal
with that one, particularly as no one lost
anything in the end.

An Innocent Accomplice

“Who was it? Probably some young
dare-devil, perhaps an acquaintance of the
charming Mlle. M. It may be he did it
on a wager. Well, he won—and the
chances are his brains are too good.ever
to allow him to become a real criminal.”

And the young grand duchess never
dreamed that she had figured in one of the
cleverest robberies of the time!

Tmpersonation of one sort or another is
a favorite motif of the French criminal.
Upon impersonation is based the plot -of
an extraordinary story told me personally
by M..Goron, late chief of the secret serv-
ice of France. Now in his seventjes, he
is apparently as alert and keen-minded as
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ever, and is ever delighted to talk over the
exploits which have won for the secret serv-
ice of his country the praise and wonder
of other nations.

Half of one entire wall of his library is
taken up with a great iron-barred and nail-
studded door upon which hang all manner
of strange and intriguing implements and
machines. One, I noted, was a cat-o’-nine-
tails which he had acquired for some service
he had done Scotland Yard—just a-little
souvemt of the occasion.

M dous of Scandal
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Apparently in charge was a tall man vith
a graying beard and with the red rosette
of the Legion of Honor in his buttonhole.
It was this man who spoke.

“I am M. Clements, Police Magistrate,”
said he, “and this gentleman ”—tuming
to one of the group with the utmost dlg*
mty——‘ris the Prefect of Police.”

Overwh the i
threw the door-wide open, the gentlemen
entered, one of them turning immediately to
secure the lock. All went into the con-

Here, too, are pistols that have figured
in famous crimes, daggers that have dis-
charged their lethal office on noted oc-
casions, locks, pieces of rope, irons—all of
them having their story and all, perhaps,
potent to rouse dreams of old active days

in M. Goron’s mind when he looks them-

over one by one.

And the great door—well once it was
the forbidding portal of the old Mazar
prison. When that famous building was
torn down, the door was given to M. Gomn
by the French government.

} But to M. Goron’s story:

Paris was not only astonished, but in-
dignant to learn from the papers one morn-
ing that the home of the Marquis Panisse-
Passis in the Avenue Marceau, a few steps
from the Champs Elysees, one of the rich-
est and most exclusive sections of Paris,
had been thoroughly looted the night be-
fore; astonished, that criminals should ven-
ture into a neighborhood ostensibly so well
guarded; indignant because the papers in-
ferred that the police were not altogether
guiltless of it with the I

cierge’s loge, his wife retreating to the
d at his whisper: “It’s
the police.”

“We must have light to see what we
have to do,” said the man who had de-
clared he was the Police Magistrate, and
immediately upon its being brought, served
upon the still trembling concierge a paper
m;v;hidz the frightened servant managed
to :

In the name of the law, order is given,
et cetera, et ceters, to M.—name illegible—
Commissary of the Judicial Delegation, to ar-
rest the Marquis of Panisse-Passis for having
forged on the Company of Panama & check
for two hundred thousand and his
concierge for baving collected such check.

“And now,” said the Commissary,
“ show us the way. We are going to begin
the investigation here and now.”

“But this thing is monstrous,” cried the
unfortunate concierge. .“I have never col-
lected any such check for the marquis.”

Defending Her Master

“Tt matters little whether ypu admit it
or not,” declared the Commissary with an
air of solemnif “We have every proof.

There were those who asserted that the
officials had even helped the thieves to load
their car with the stolen property.

At the time the marquis was spending a
few weeks on the Riviera and a concierge
and his wife were in sole charge of the
handsome residence. At dusk on the night
of the robbery the concierge had heard a
vehicle stop outside, followed immediately
by a peal of the bell.

Opening the door the concierge beheld
three gentlemen in frock coats and top
'hnts, the usual apparel of police dignitaries.

You are the accomplice of the marquis.
We even know that you received thirty

‘thousand francs for your part in the affair.

Show us to your master’s study.”

-Here the wife of the concierge spoke up.
Something appeared wrong to her. She
said afterward in court that the men didn’t
seem quite genuine. They had an air of
being “dressed up” in their impressive

“We have orders to allow no one in in
the absence of the marquis,” she said.
“Your orders mean nothing to us,” as
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serted the man who wore the ribbon of
the Legion. “I am in command from now
»

While the woman still tended to be de-
fiant, the concierge himself was so thor-
oughly frightened that with “One mMmust
obey the police,” he was about to lead them
to the study, when there came a sharp
knock on the door.

“ Ah, here are our men,” exclaimed the
Commissary, and to one of those who had
accompanied him: ¢ Brigadier, open the
door.”

Defying the Facts

‘Two more men entered, in a few mo-
ments the whole party was in the study
of the Marquis de Panisse-Passis, and then,
for some obscure reason that the. police
have never been able to fathom, before
proceeding with their work of robbery, the
pseudo-Commissary, the pseudo-Prefect,
one who acted as secretary and the others
assisting, proceeded to put the poor con-
cierge through a cross-examination that
veritably turned his sparse hair gray.

He protested his innocence only to be
told by “ M. Clements:”

“The law would not take this step with-
out ample proof of your guilt. The charge
against you is serious. I have all the pa-
pers with the details. See, here is the date
you Teceived the check.” He read the
date.

“But at that time I was not employed
by the marquis,” protested the concierge.

« Exactly,” replied M. Clements, “and
it was as a reward for that service that the
marquis took you into his employ. Is that
not logical?” .

The examination finally came to an end,
the concierge was made to sign the process
verbal, and then the robbers actually
brought in the wife and put her through
another long series of questions. Why all
this time was wasted by the thieves is more
of a puzzle to the police. If it was an ir-
repressible sense of humor, they certainly
went to the most outlandish pains to in-
dulge it.

At length, however, they must have de-
cided it was time to get down to husiness,
for locking the servants in different rooms
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they began systematically to pillage the
mansion. From about seven in the evening
till midnight they worked with but one
intermission when the pseudo-Prefect de-
scended to the cellar to bring up choice
wines with which he regaled “ M. Cle-
ments ” and his subordinates.

Famous masterpieces from the picture
gallery were piled ready for transportation,
taken from their frames and wrapped in
portieres. A collection of autographs of
all the kings of France and.the principal
persons of their reigns, mostly with their
likenesses, a collection not equaled in the
world, was made into a compact bundle.

A safe was opened with an instrument
which astonished the police later and which
was the ingenious invention of one of .the
band. In the boudoir of the marchioness
the thieves forced a secret inner closet lined
with metal; in that they found the key to
a coffer in which her jewels were kept.
They seized négotiable bonds to a large
amount. They went carefully through the
family plate, discarding all pieces but the
best and most valyable with the certainty
of experts.

And then, as if timed to the minute, just
as all was ready, two vans appeared before
the house, the goods were hurried ipto them
and they were driven away. P

Sealed Lips

“M. Clements” and his “ Prefect of
Police ” still lingered. Before them' again
were brought the concierge and his wife
and asked if they mow had anything to
confess. They were warned against the
certainty of punishment if they pursied
a life of crime and “ M. Clements ” made
a-moving speech exhorting them to tell ‘the
truth this time and start anew on the path
of virtue.

Finally, on their reiterating that they
had nothing to confess, he regretfully said
that they were quite hopeless. They were
then bound to chairs, placed back to back,
the “ Prefect ” saying as he left that he
would be back in an hour’s time to take
them to prison. Meanwhile they could be
thinking over their sins.

It was not until morning that they suc-
ceeded in freeing themselves and informing
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“stores. Confronted with these Alleaume

over when they were at first d of
being accomplices in the robbery, but that
was only a passing phase and they were
soon cleared. The marquis and his wife re-
turned from Nice. - Paris newspapers boiled
with the robbery. It was the culmination
of a series and the police felt themselves
the center of an indignation that must be
appeased at any cost.
In order to warn all dealers in objects
of art against dealing in the stolcn property
iplete lists of all the
were published in the papers. These lists
clearly showed the faultless taste of the
robberd. In every case where there had
been a choice they had selected the bet-
ter object and left the inferior. That is,
where they did not take both.

A Spectacular Raid -

For eight days M. Goron with all the
facilities at his command worked on this
case before he had a ghost of a clew. Then
through one of his “indicateurs” he
learned something about a certain Pierre
Alleaume, a man of bad record. He soon
placed this man, but refrained from ar-
resting him; having him followed instead
and learning his associates. In a week
more M. Goron was certain of every mem-
ber of the band, of the parts each one had
played in the farcical arrest and examina-
tion of the concierge.

When all was ready, seventy or eighty
agents of M. Goron acted together and de-
scended upon their respective quarries at
the unholy hour of five in the morning.
Alleaume, master-thief, was torn from the
arms of his beautiful mistress, who fought
the police like a tigress till overpowered.
Twenty-four persons altogether were ar-
rested, among them a young actor playing
a minor part in one of the principal thea-
ters, a part in which he had actually worn
several pieces-of the marquis’s yewelry

his guilt, but ab
to name his agcomplices.

He did, héwever, regale the police with
numerous absurd stories which cost the au-
thorities much time and trouble to inves-
tigate fruitlessly. For instance, two men
whom he knew by no other names than
Julot and Amedee had met him the eve-
ning of the robbery and taken him and
some of their friends along to make a big
haul. He had assumed command and in
the end had given them some of the jewels
and sent them off.

On the moming of the™arrests of the
twenty-four one little old man made his
way to the roofs, dodged over them and
temporarily escaped. He dropped, how-
ever, a valise containing fifty-two forks
and spoons with the marquis’s initials on
them, also seventy-two knives with solid
gold handles. More than a score of the
latter had been broken up for melting.

Other members of the band, despairing
through the publicity the. case had been
given of being able to dispose of pieces
of plate, had committed like vandalism,
and when the marquis called with the Chief
of the Sureté at the place of a receiver of
stolen goods at Montioge he was heart-
broken to find in bits the magnificent pieces
that had come down to him through gene-
rations.

refused

A Nest of Treasure

‘When the rooms of one “ Renard ” were
examined it was determined Lhathemm
reality the head of the band. It required
almost a week for the police to properly
docket the contents of this not very large
apartment, veritably piled with incriminat-
ing matter.

There were the private papers of the
marquis, his cross for valor, his medals,
unset stones, much of the plate that had
not altendy been found and five valuable

In

Alleaume himself was a p thief,
well known to the police. He had but shon-
ly before completed a ten-year sentence
at Clairvaux. In his handsome apartment
most of the jewels and plate from the mar-
«quis’s mansion were found, also silks, furs
and valuable laces robbed from various

the was a large
amount of money.in gold and in bonds
from the Credit Foncier.

Also, and most interesting to the police,
there was a complete collection of printed
and engraved matter fabricated by “ Re-
nard” to further his blackmailing proclivi-
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ties. It was he who had taken the part
of M. Clements on the occasion of the
great robbery, and here ready to hand,
wene found papers with the heading of the
Prefecture of Police, imitations of numer-
ous official stamps and seals, -the visiting
card of the Prefect of Police, cards of In-
spector Jaume of the secret service, vari-
ous other visiting cards imitated from those
of important officials, such as the secretary
of the Minister of the Interior, and so
forth. :

Again, there was a beautiful outfit of
burglars’ tools and a machine invented by
¢ Renard ” to open safes. Experts who ex-
amined it pronounced it to be the last word
in efficiency. It was this that had been
used on the safe of the. marquis.

Lastly, there was “ Renard’s ” personal
notebook. In it were the names of two hun-
dred persons who were robbery prospects.
‘The name of the marquis was among them.
Opposite each name was a list of habits of
the prospect, his hours of absence from
home, his age, character, mode of living,
times when he might be expected to have
most money about him, and so forth.

With ‘the revelations that came through
the search of “ Renard’s ” rooms, the case,
so far as the police were concerned, was
pretty well cleared up, but it had its re-
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a search only to be eyed coldly by the
concierge who would ask: “ How do I know
you are genuine?”

The Commissary would show his badge.

“Ah, yes, but ‘Renard’ also had a
badge. But you are doing it right. Yes,
get angry and argue with me. That’s the
way ‘ Renard’ did it.”” Then there would
be loud words and on more than one oc-
casion authentic police officers were hustled
off to by i d:

M. Goron himself, of all others, was once
the center of this feeling of distrust. He
had gone to interrogate a man who had
much cause not to want to see him. He
was in’ a hurry and therefore not at all
happy when the concierge of the house he
wished to -enter began to accuse him of
being an imitator of the robbers of the
Panisse mansion.

The man M. Gordon was after looked
out from a side window, realized, if the
concierge didn’t, that there wasn’t any
doubt of this policeman’s authenticity.

Meanwhile M. Gordon, just about to re-

primand the concierge in no uncertain
manner, heard a noise behind and beheld
the man he was seeking making off. The
officer was after him in a flash, brought
him back to the house by the collar—and
whether he recognized professional methods

verberations and echoes t Paris
for many months. A real Commissary
would present himself at a house to make

or not—this time the ‘made no
objection to the passage of the chief of the
secret service and his charge.

THE DREAMERS TELL

OUT the year 1870 in Som-
ersetshire, a farmer disap-
peared mysteriously and could
| ot be found. A short time
after two different men, each
living in different villages some distance
apart, had identical dreams on the same
night. Each stated the particulars of his
dream to the local magistrate, saying that
the body of the murdered farmer had been
revealed to them and was at the present
time at the bottom of a well in the farmyard.
But the men were laughed at because
it was known that no well existed on that
However, a th h search was

made and, to the astonishment of all, an
old well was found there hidden under some
manure. The body of the farmer was there.

On the principle of the proverb, “ He who
hides can find,” the public suspected the two
men themselves, but it was afterward found
that the farmer had been murdered by his
two nephews on account of a new will in
their disfavor. They made a complete con-
fession and were hanged.

It was said that the two_dreamers had
known nothing about the disappearance of
the farmer until the night of their dream.
The villagers accepted them thereafter as

of God’s




“Henry!” she screamed. Hmy—hh gun—look out 1"

HENRY ROOD.

By Jack Bechdolt

SUCCESSOR

‘THERE'S MORE DETECTIVE INSTINCT IN HENRY'S 'rmm ‘THAN'
IN FIFTEEN COURSES AT THE EUREKA CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL

side the door of the Argus
Detective Agency.

His heart ‘missed a beat
or two, then it raced to
make up for lost time, His
chest expanded as he looked at the ground.
glass panel.

There it was. The sign painter had just
finished the job. The gilt letters leaped out
at him: )

THE ARGUS AGENCY
Capt. Geo. Tyler Watkins
Henry Rood, Successor

It was almost unbelievable, how oppor-
tunity had come to Henry Rood. Not two
months ago he had been one of many stu-
-dents of the Eureka Correspondence System
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of Crime Detection, specializing in Finger
Printing and Deduction. He was just one
of the boys in Milledge, known to every-
body as plain Henry.

Not half a dozen of Milledge citizens
even knew that he was taking the course,
and of that half dozen not one wonld have
believed this of him. But there it was.
Look at that door!

“ Henry Rood, successor!”

Henry Rood, successor to Capt. Geo.
Tyler Watkins himself. None other than
the Watkins referréd to often in the text
books issued by the Eureka schools in such
wise as “ Cf. Watkins on the Blankthorne
Case,” or, “ See Capt..Geo. Tyler Watkins'y
report on method of handling the famous
Vandergrift jewel case, Ante 241.” i

Successor to Watkins of w]

(@

4 F W,

ynole



HENRY ROOD, SUCCESSOR

dent Ransom of the Euteka schools de-
clared: “ Of all the great detectives of my
day I recall none who can compare with my
old friend Capt. Geo. Tyler Watkins for
courage, sagacity, and the acute mentality
'necessary to the intricate methods of de-
duction of which he is a past master!”_

The day Henry Rood received his diplo-
ma from the Eureka schools he bought a
ticket for the city. Then he had nearly
twelve hundred dollars left, money realized
from the sale of the old Rood place on Mill
Street.

He had expected to begin in a small way,
of course. He knew that even the greatest
detectives must begin with littie things.

He had not been in the city twenty-four
bhours. He was sitting in the lobby of the
big hotel, wondering rather dazedly just
bow one started about being a great detec-
tive. A hand touched his sleeve and a
hearty, somewhat hoarse veice said, ‘‘ Par-
don me, sir, do I address Henry Rood of
Milledge?”

The speaker was Capt. Geo. Tyler Wat-
kins, ’

“ Saw your name on the register,” the
great detective explained. “ Got the clerk
to point you out. You see I've heard about
you* often—through my old friend Ransom
of the Eureka schools. Felt I had to know
‘'you at any cost. Ransom says to me,
¢ George, get in touch with a young fellow
named Henry Rood. Watch Henry Rood.
Keep your eye on that youngster!’ His
wvery words, I assure you.

“ ¢ Henry Rood’s one of the most promis-
ing men we ever enrolled at old Eureka,’
Ransom’s words to me, Mr. -Rood. I
wouldn’t try to kid you. ‘Henry Rood
will go far and make us old timers take
notice,’ Ransom says. *His thesis on de-
duction alone proves that.’ Have a good
cigar, Mr. Rood!”

Henry accepted the cigar, flushed, a little
awed, almost incredulous that he heard
Watkins aright.

The great detective, the old lion himself,
was not only affable he was openly admiring
him, Henry Rood!

Henry knew that he had studied hard to
finish the courses at Eureka, but that he
had made for himself anything of a reputa-
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tion never dawned on him, despite the warm
encowragement that institution had given
him. )

After that meeting things happened with
a rapidity only equaled in some of Henry's
happy dreams. He dined with Capt. Geo.
Tyler Watkins.. They discussed the detec-
tion of crime from many angles. And pres-
ently it came out in a burst of confidence
that Geo. Tyler Watkins was looking for a
resident manager of the local branch of his
famous Argus Agency—and Henry Rwuod
was the man to whom he was offering that
golden opportunity|

Not only that, but Geo. Tyler Watkins
felt that he was getting old. The dean of
the profession looked old, Henry thought,
and worn a little shabby. In fact Watkins
contemplated retiring one of these days and
he indicated that it was quite possible a
live young man like Henry Rood might well
step into his place.

When Geo. Tyler Watkins mentioned
offhand that, of course, it would be neces-
sary for a resident manager to invest a little
money in the business—just as a guarantee
of good faith—Henry’s only worry was that
his little capital would never interest the
great detective. But even that was ar-
ranged.

Such a thing was not usual, Watkins,
said, but in the case of Henry Rood he
would make an exception and for merely
a thousand dollars cash Henry might pur-
chase the local agency.

II

=-ENRY ROOD standing outside
it the door that bore his name as
successor to Capt. Geo. Tyler
Watkins in new gilt letters,
was twenty-two years old.
He was big all over, yet did not look his
age because his face was slightly round and
in spite of ‘all his efforts to assume a keen,
deep look just a trifle innocent and bland.
He wore a new blue suit which he had
bought from a Chicago mail order bouse
just before be left Milledge. He wore a
black velour hat which was a size small for
his head because the mail order house had
misunderstood his handwriting. He wore
new yellow shoes which pinched his feet.
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Henry {elt ol the knot In his tie nervous-
Iy and adjusted the velour bat before he
‘opened the door. He was a little afrald to
open the door.
In the outer or general office of the
. Argus Agency which was'a litle cubicle ad-
joining the even smaller cubicle that was
the private -office, sat a 'young woman with
& pert face and short black hair. Though
she looked very nice in every way she also
Tooked Yery smart and citlfied and sophisti-
cated—almost like an’ aclress, Henry
thought, - ‘And when her eyes tumed on
him, which they had frequently tke day be-
fore when he was ‘introduced to Mildred
Canby, Watking’s secretary, Henry al-
-most feared she was inwardly laughing at
him.

Maybe his clothes weren't just right?

Henry got but-a pocket mirror and stud-
ied his reflection anxiously. He didn’t like
his tie.  Somehow that tie didn’t quite live
up to Henry Rood, Successor.

+ Henry ‘turned and left the vicinity of the
Argus Agency rapidly. He went down to.
ABe street and to the Acme store opposite.

The Acme store displayed some very
amart haberdashery. Henry burried in.

- The small chain slore was quiet and
empty of customers. A young man came
Irom the rear quickly, a Sleek, black-haired
young man with nervous blu:k eyes. ' Yes,
air?” he inquired briskly.

“QOne of those ties—and I'll wear it,”
said Henry, indicating his choice. He gave
the young man a ten-dollar bill. While the
young man jingled the cash register’ he
changed to his new tie and approved of his
reflection in one of the store’s numer-
ous mirrors. He pocleted the change and
hurried back to the Argus Agency.

* Mildred Canby’s eyes were turned on
Henry when he opened the door.

The concealed amile peeped out at him.

Henry felt for his tie and blushed es he
said good morning.

. He tried to look stem und mysterious, as
a detective should, but he caught sight of
‘his ‘face- in the office mirror and was
chagrined to see how round and innocent
_il. looked. -

Henry, entered " the- private office hur-

y. -
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Capt. Geo. Tyler Watking
with a hearty good morning.

Watkins looked very much lke the
{one portrait of himself published in o
the lesson books of the Eureka Con&-
pondence Syslem, except that he looked
oJder, fauer and somehow shabbier. A
round, soft looking man of Alty with a'cusi!
ously red face, bristling while mustache, 4
mane of while hair that was leoniue;
husky voice, and a tremulous hand. - His
frock coat would have been more impoaing
if it were not a litlle untidy. |

Capt. Geo. Tyler Watkins rose and:seized
Henry’s hand in a firm, enthusiastic grip)
pumping it up and down while he beam
on him like a benevolent, white-haired lign:

* Rood, I've got good news for you—Lhe
best of news. Your first day—lut_klst
stroke in the world—wonderful opportunity
—Uhe Acme stores bandit case—"

“The what?” Henry gasped.

“Look, look bere. Read that.
you :m:'”

Watkins pressed into Henry's hand a dir]
cular issued by the Acme chain stores co
poration, oifering two (housand dollars’ re-
ward for the capture of two men who bad
held up ten of their stores within two weeks
and looted the safes. i

“ Rood, my dear boy, I'm going to gws'
you (hat case. Yes—I' m not kidding you
—laLc it. It’s yours—"

* What for?"” Henry said faintly.

“What for! To solve, of coursel’ Go\
get ‘em. boy! Track ’em down slip Lh&
bracelets on ‘em, turn 'em over to the
lice—"

* Who, these chain store bandits—"

“Of course!” Watkins’s [ace changed
swillly to a look of deep concern and pain,
“ Rood? Don’t tell me you're not graleiu.ll:
Here 1 band you two thousand dollars the|
first day you come in here—hand it to yoll‘
on a silver platter—" q

“ 1 am grateful,” said Henry douqully
“Oh, yes, yes, indeed, captain, I am gra(e-
ful, only "

“Of course you are,” Watkins agned
beartily. * 1 don’L often make mistakes.]
reading a man’s character. - There's nothin
of the viper about you, Rood. ~No, th
Heaven—" ’

Therg
1
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“No, sir,” Henry agreed, still bewil-
dered, “ T'm sure there isn’t, captain—"

“ But you're a little floored, eh? I sprang
it on you too quickly? There, there, boy—
just my way, that’s all. I said to myself,
when that circular came in, here’s where I
start Henry Rood on his career. His first
case—what a chance! I'll let him capture
these men—take the reward—get his pic-
ture in all the papers.” Watkins added
shrewdly, “ And of course, you have the
benefit of my advice and experience. 171
work with you, show you the ropes, every-
thing—” .

"~ “Oh, oh, fine!” Henry beamed sudcenly
and returned Watkins’s warm handclasp.
“ Why, that’s awfully good of you—"

“ Well, I'm that way,” Watkins admitted
with due modesty. “ When I like a man,
I'm jor him! Yes, sir! Now Rood, you
are going out to get these men and solve
that Acme stores mystery single handed.
{'ve got all the fame I need. I want you
to have some. When we make this ar
mt_l!

As if this were a stage cue, Mildred
Canby knocked and opened the private of-
fice door. She handed Watkins a yellow
telegraph envelope.

Watkins tore open the envelope and read.
His face changed to a look of deep annoy-
ance. “ Tut, tut, this is awkward—bad,
bad! Rood, lock here.”

Henry read the telegram:

Cleveland needs you at once. Famous
Moffat jewel case ready for pinch. TUrgent.
Take first train. PARKINSON,

“ Parkinson’s my Cleveland manager,”
Watkins explained harriedly. “ 11 bave
to go.” As he spoke the great man took
the telegram from Henry so quickly that
Henry never saw that the message was
typed on a telegraph sending blank which
anybody may secure from any telegraph of-
fice.

“ Miss meby, next train for Cleveland
leaves when?” Geo. Tyler Watkins panted.

“Ten ten,” said Mildred. “ You can
just make it.”
Watkins seized his hat. He picked up a

‘small traveling bag which stood ready
packed beside his desk.
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“ But—" Henry gasped, “ When will grou
be back?”

“ Maybe next month-~maybe next year
—all depends—"’

“ Yes, say, but look here! You were go-
ing 10 1ntroduce me—show me all the Topes
—you said—

‘““Too bad, Rood. Have to do the best
you can—"

“ But this bandit case—"

“Yes, yes, you handle that case, Rood.
Yes, indeed! Remember I rely upon you—"

Henry stammered frantically, “ But you
were going to tell me—help me—"

‘“ Duty, Rood. My duty to my public!”.
Geo. Tyler Watkins drew himself up, his
hand thrust within the fold of his frock
coat. He looked wonderful.

“ Like a soldier, Rood. Obey orders. No
questions, That’s a detective’s life, atways
under orders.” Watkins grasped Henry’s
hand suddenly and pumped it up and down
with hearty good will.

“ Go to it, my boy. Hang on to that case
like grim death. The old fighting spirit,
eh? Never say die! Ah, I can see by your
eye you mean to track those clever devils
to earth. Good boy, I rely upon you, Rood
—absolutely—for the honer of the Argus
Agency. God bless you, boy!”

A final pump of Henry’s hand and Wat-
kins and his bag actually were gone.

IIT

—=SJILDRED CANBY went slowly
il into the outer office, her eye-

brows elevated into two thin-

line question marks. '

She lingered at the keys of
her typewriter, idly.

*There’s something funny about that
bird Watkins. I always knew it!” she de-
clared softly. Her glance turned on the
door of the private office.

“ The poor simp!” she said, apostrophiz-
ing Henry Rood.

They certamly did things fast in the de-
tective business!

Here the ink was scarcely dry on the bill
of sale which endowed him with the Argus
Agency and Henry Rood was in complete
charge and plunged into the midst of his
first great case!
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. Henry sat down at Geo. Tyler Wm‘kms’

desk, feeling rather giddy. He felt obliged
to take his head between his hands to be
sure it was still attached to the end of his
spinal cord. He needed a quiet moment in
which to think, -

There was a.push button on the. desk.
1t sounded a buzzer which summoned Mil-
dred Canby. . After a mental struggle due
to his secret fear of the young woman,
Henry touched the button and cringed to
-hear the loud, angry buzz it produced. Mil-
dred dipped her pert nose in a powder puff
and appeared.

“ Miss Canby,” Henry said, trying to
make. his round face stern, “ what other
important cases have'we on hand beside this
Acme bandit business?” i

Mildred tossed her head.

» g

“Nothing. that needs immediate atten-
tion?”

“ Nothing that needs any attentwn so
far as I know—"

' “We have a file of these Acme rob-
beries?”

“Sure.
of newspaper clippings about them—"

Henry looked serious. * Captain Wat-

“ Haven't

kins, Miss Canby,” he corrected. Dis-
.cipline must be maintained.
Mildred sniffed audibly. “ Sure, captain,

if you like it better—"

“Well—let me see. Rather fortunate
‘there’s nothing else pressing. I think we’ll
concentrate on the Acme bandits. Ah—

just clear away any other routine—clear

the decks for this case, Miss. Canby—"

“There’s nothing to clear,” Mildred in-
sisted pointedly. She seemed almost un-
pleasant about her insistence.

“Very well. Let me have the Acme
file.”

Mildred paused outside the door.

““ Honest, I ought to tell him!” she
sighed. “ He’s got to know— But I just
‘haven’t got the heart, the poor sap!”.

The Acme robberies baffled. police and
pubhc Ten daring daylight robberies of
various units of the chain stores system, all
.muchi alike in their salient features. Two
men seémed: responsible for all of the thefts.
They camné in as customers, diverted the at-

Watkins had me cut out a lot
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tention of clerks, held them up with pistols;
tied them, robbed the safe or till or what-
ever new hiding place had been found for
the day’s receipts, and vanished again into
the streets.

The robberies were accomplished quickly
and quietly and- during hours when the
chain stores were empty of customers. De-
scriptions furnished by frightened clerks
were of little avail. . Nobody could guess
where the next attack would come. The
Acme corporation'was growing frantic and
the local papers bitter in their opinion of
the mentality of the public’s guardians.

Watkins was right. This was a wonder-
ful opportunity for Henry Rood. If he
caught those bandits he would be richer by
two ' thousand dollars and famous as well.
All he had to do was catch the bandits!

Conscious of the tremendous responsi-
bility imposed on him by Geo. Tyler Wat-
kins, Henry studied the reports until his
head ached, trying vainly to apply to the
facts any of the theories taught by the Eu-
reka Corrzspondence System of Crime De-
tection.

With an aching head and a leaden heart
he went out to a late lunch and learned
from a newspaper extra that the daring
Acme bandits had added an eleventh store
to their list of victims, even as he pondered.

There was a man waiting for Henry in
the Argus office. His heart warmed at sight
of him, expecting a client. But it was only
the man with the te.lephone bill. Henry
paid the bill.

A letter Jay on his desk. It was the elec-
tric light bill, nothing more.

Mildred followed him into the private of-
fice. She looked determined.

“Mr. Rood,” she said, “ I'll be leaving
you to-night—"

“Oh, say—look here-yau can’t do
that—"

“ And why not?”

“ Right the first day T take hold here!
Right in the middle of my first important
case? Who's going to Jook after business?”

“ There isn’t any business. There never
was, since I've been here—"

“Well, ihere’s this Acme case for one
g

“The Acme bandits!' You don't mean-to:
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tell me you actually expect to catch
then.)__a’

“Yes, I do,” Henry insisted earnestly.
“Of course, I haven’t got my clews, yet.
And I've got to have my clews to get start-
ed. But I’m a pretty fast worker when I
get my clews—"

“ Well, you don’t need me. Besides, I'll
cost you twenty-five dollars a week—that’s
my salary. And the agency already owes
me two weeks’ back pay—"

“Oh, sure, that’s all right!” Henry
promptly found the money in his thin bill
fold and handed it to her without brooking
further comment.

“ But this is out of your own pocket,”
she protested.

“ Oh, I'll afrange that with Captain Wat-
kins—"

“ Captain Watkins! Youll never see
that old crook again. Don’t you even know
that?”

While Henry gaped Mildred went on
vehemently, “ I felt he was a fake from the
first. He never had any detective business.
All he did was rent an office and hire me.
That was only a month ago. Then he
looked for somebody to sell it to. If you
ask me, I think it’s a game of this particu-
lar correspondence school you studied de-
tecting at—a post graduate course. Here,
1 can’t take your money!”

With a quick gesture, half peremptory,
half pitying she forced the money back into
Henry’s hand. While he sat stupefied she
poured out her wealth of suspicions of Geo.
Tyler Watkins, including the matter of the
fraud telegram.

\ [AY

ET wise!” she cried. “ Don't
il you understand what hap-
pened to you? Watkins is
nothing but an old bum and
this detective business he
sold you isn’t any business at all. You’d
better know it now than later—jyou were
stung!”

Henry took it very quietly, so qui-
etly that Mildred began to feel un-
easy about him. He repeated one word,
“Stung.” He added finally, “ Say, maybe
you're tight about that, but—look here—

if Watkins is a fake how about the Eureka
schools?”

“ The Eureka schools! If you ask me, it
sounds like a lot of apple sauce.”

Henry pondered this.

“Well,” he said at iast, looking around
him for consolation, *“I've still got a de-
tective agency—and everything—”

Before Mildred could answer the outer
door opened. She slipped out and returned
to announce, “ Mr. Rogers to see you, Mr.
Rood.” '

Henry straightened in his chair, seized
pen and ink and paper and began to write
industriously. “ Show Mr. Rogers in, Miss
Canby.”

Mr. Rogers came in, a saturnine man
with a bright, alert eye.

“ Sit down, Mr. Rogers, ” Henry nodded,
intent on being busy. He wrote some more.
Then, “ You are in need of a detective, Mr.
Rogers?”

Mr. Rogers’s smile was grim and fore-
boding. “I'm in need of a detective who
can find the cash to pay the installment on
this office furniture,” he declared. “ Other-
wise, it goes back to the Busy Bee to-night.
The amount is fifty dollars and we ain’t go-
ing to wait any longer.”

Henry had less than seventy -dollars all
told. Fifty of that belonged to Mildred,
her wages. He said to Mr. Rogers, sternly,
“I'm glad you called. Since taking over
this agency I am not pleased with this of-
fice furniture. Send your men to-night.”

“T sure will!” Mr. Rogers promised and
took his departure, encountering another
caller as he went out.

“ Mr. Phelps to see Mr. Rood,” Mildred
announced.

“It’s about the rent,” said Mr. Phelps as
firmly as Mr. Rogers had just spoken.
“ There’s a month due and unless we get
it___,)

* How much, Mr. Phelps?”.

“ Seventy-five dollars. A check will do if
you haven’t cash—"

“You may advertise this office for rent
in the morning paper,” Henry interrupted.
“ It does not suit the Argus Agency.”

Mildred and Henry stood in the street,
before the recent home of the Argus
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Agency. Mr. Rogers’s men had moved out
the furniture. The agent of the building
had the keys. Already. a.painter was at
work ‘with a chisel blade, scraping. the
golden legend off the door, including the
name of Henry Rood, Successor.

Henry drew a deep breath and squared
.his shoulders. “ Now that the decks are

“clear T'll take up that Acme bandit case, L, -

’he announced quietly.

Mildred made a little choking noise, half
exasperated, half admiring.

During this last hour Heénry had puz-
zled her more and more. He was so quiet.
And if a round, bland and juvenile face
can be said to look stern and ‘stubborn
without losing .its roundness and boyish-
ness, Henry’s face began to look that way.

“Well, you poor fish!” Mildred ex-
claimed, moved deeply.

“Ves, T'll need that two thousand dol-
lars to rent a proper office and get new
furniture, for the agency. And speaking of
that, you must take the fifty dollars due
you—"

¢ Certainly not—” Mildred began an-
grily. ,

Henry’s lips pressed into a firm line and
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there. A new light came into his eye.
“Now I am mad,” he announced and
started across the busy street, purpose
showing in his every move and de!ermma—
tion written on his face.

Mildred ran after him. ¢ Where are you
going?”

"“To get my money. I'd know that
clerk in a million. He’d better square him-
self quick. I tell'you I can be pushed just

Henry had his hand-on the door of the
Acme store. It was ‘locked. Vigorous
shaking, niot even a kick on the panel helped
matters.

“TIl go to.the main ‘office,” Henry mut-
tered. “They’ll give me my money or
something’s going to ‘happen. There’s a
limit to the things I'll stand.”

\ “Well, Il say good night,” Mildred an-
nounced, touching his sleeve to attract at-
tention. “ Here’s my address. Be sure and
let me know how you come out—"

v
H, say!” Henry was jarred

“out of his thoughts of ven-

geance.. ““ Say, I've got to

keep intouch with you. I—
T’ll néed you pretty soon
»

d h

his mild. eyes grew cold. “ Mildred,” he
said ominously, “I've been through a
b ing to get

pretty hard day and I'm
mad. Take this money!”
. Mildred found her hand extended meek-
ly. Something about Henry scared her.

Henry started to count bills. He gasped
and declared, “ Well, I'll be darned!”

“ What’s the matter?”

“I'm five dollars. short—and by thun-
der, I know why! I was short changed—
this morning—in that Acme store across
the street. I bought a tie and gave the
clerk a ten dollar note. He gave me change
for a five, and that’s alll”

Henry’s jaw had' dropped.

It snapped shut suddenly and a blazing
red flooded his face.

“ Oh, that’s a shame,” Mildred sympa-
thized hasnly.

“No, it isn’t,” Henry’s voice was bitter.
“I deserve it, anybody that would let a
¢rook like Watkins get away with such a
raw-deal. . Buncoed and then short changed.
A fine start T made.” Henry’s groan ended

'y

“Yes, of course. .T’d be glad to have
you call even. if it’s not on business,” Mil-
dred agreed. They lingered at the corner,
saying’ this.

. “ Anyhow, you’ve been mighty decent.”
Henry was smiling - wistfully. man
shoved him impatiently as he brushed by.

Henry turned with>ominous calm. “ Be
careful who you’re shoving, you—"

The - passer-by turned to snap back,
“ Who says so?”

Henry had started to retort in kind. In-
stead he uttered a shout and leaping for-
ward eaught the stranger and halted him.
“You, is it? Tl trouble you for the five
dollar bnll you short changed me this morn-
ing—"

“You're crazyl”- . The sleek, black-
haired tie salesman struggled under Henry’s.
grip. “I.don’t know anything about any |
five dollar bill—” .

“Oh, yes, you dol:

You sold me gt
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this morning in the Acme store—and short
changed me—" /

“1 never was in an Acme store in my
life. I tell you this guy’s gone cookoo!”

The captive panted this last at a gather-
ing knot of curious passers.

“ Friend,” Henry said grimly, “don’t
trifle with me, I’'m mad—"

He said no.more.

The captive struck and he swung a
wicked right.

Mildred screammed. Henry Rood lay on
his back on the pavement. The tie sales-
man was flying up the street.

Henry didn’t lie on his back any longer
than it needed to bounce him upright again,
and he bounced like a new rubber ball.

He didn’t stop to announce that he was
mad, but the glimpse of his face Mildred
caught as he raced after the tie salesman,
told her that he was indeed.

+The black-haired man was a good runner
but Henry had overtaken him in less than a
minute. Henry’s long arm reached out and
encircled his neck. Henry’ss other hand
swung on his face.

The man went down and Henry bestrode
him.

“ Give me my five dollars, you crook—"

The prostrate man wriggled like a snake.
His boot toe caught Henry in the ribs.

Henry fell upon him and they rolled in
the dirt.

The crowd had pursued them and ringed
them in, Mildred in the front row.

“ Henry!” she screamed. ‘ Henry—his
gun—leok out—"

A sharp “ Ahhh!” from the spectators
and the circle broke at the flash of a nick-
eled pistol.

The pistol barked, but did not bite.

Henry’s brown fingers clamped over the
wrist of the hand that held the weapon.
fingers spread and the pistol dropped.
Henry kicked it aside and found time simul-
taneously to ward a blow and land one of
his own.

His victim quieted suddenly. Henry
leaped upright and jerked the man to his
feet.

“ Now what’s all this?”’ demanded a new
voice and a heavy hand spun him about to
face a blue ooat and brass buttons.

-of the men I'm looking for.
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“ Look out—he’s loose!” Henry shouted,
wrenching free in time to clamp five fingers
in the fugitive’s collar. He whirled his
man about and confronted the patrolman.

“ This man short changed me five dollars
in the Acme chain store this morning. I
want my money,” Henry declared.

“It’s a lie, I never was in an Acme store
in my  life!” the prisoner cried shrilly,
wrenching violently under the restraining
hand.

“He was,” said Henry grimly. “He

. sold me a tie, this one I've got on,” indi-

cating his tie he was astonished to find it
dangling under one ear. “It was that
Adanme store right down in the next block—"

“ Oho!” The patrolman’s interest height-
ened suddenly. “ He sold you a tie—in the
Acme store? At what time—"

“ Ten minutes of ten. I know exactly—"

“ He’s crazy!” the prisoner screamed.

“ He short changed me,” Henry insisted,
“I'd know him in a million.”

“ The Acme store, at ten minutes of ten!”
said the patrolman and turned on Henry’s
captive with sudden decision. “ Stick out
your hands—no funny business now!”

Steel handcuffs materialized about the
captive’s wrists. “ You come along, too,”
the patrolman added to Henry. * Sold you
a tie in that Acme store did he—at ten to
ten? Well, it was just a quarter of ten
when two crooks tied both the clerks in that
store and locked them in the back room,
while they frisked the safe. If he was
there—"

Henry Rood thought faster than he bad
ever thought before. He said coolly, ¢ Cer-
tainly, I knew that all the time. This is one
Tl have his
pal for you before long. He was robbing
the store when I came in and tried to fool
me by posing as a clerk. Why, T’ve been
working on that case all day to get the two
thousand dollars reward—"

“Of course he has!” The corrobora-
tion came promptly from Mildred Canby.
“ Officer,” she said, “ this is Henry Rood,
head of the Argus Detective Agency.”

“ Never heard of it,”” the patrolman
sniffed suspiciously.

“ Well, you're going to, from now on,”
Henry Rood promised.
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MR. HYDE OF MONTCLAIR

By S. A. McVWilliams

HOW A HIGHLY RESPECTED CONTRACTOR FOLLOWED -HIS

CRIMINAL *

HOBBY " IN A FASHIONABLE RESIDENTIAL TOWN

A Story of Fact

in a new feld are the
| names of those few crimi-
! nals who have successfully
led a double life and
preyed on their fellow men
while' they were respected members of the
_ommunity in which they lived. Always
sooner or later the grim fate that pursues
the criminal has led to their discovery and
undoing, but even then some of them ap-
pear- to have been endowed with a quality
thet has mocked at their captors and made
them scom the simple humens they had
victimized.

Out of the past \‘.hexr names come, Sur-
rounded with a glamour and strange tales
_that outrival anything thet has been

TANDING out like pioneers

7 I

penned in the world of fiction. At ‘times
they seem to have bome a charmed life,
coming and going as they - pleased like
shadows in the night, evading the trap$
(hat were set for them and leaving no clews
for their viclims to follow.

Whole towns were terrorized by their dep-’
redations. The best efforts of police of-
ficials were made to seem futile by their'
cunping, until some simple unforeseen in-
cident accomplished what the police had
failed to do and uncovered a leading mem-
ber of the community as a thief.

* Such was the career of James G.
hill, e thief by night and a highly respect
building contractor by day in the l‘nshl
able town of Montclair, Néw Jersey.: Sli
pmgqmeﬂyumoflhemghl,he Al
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“went, robbing his neighbors at will. By
“day he mingled with the people he had
robbed ‘and. sympathized with them even
while: he ‘was marking down new victims
for his-visits.

On December_17, 1889, the home of T. -

H. Bonden, a wealthy resident of Mont-
clair and a:member of the New York Stock
Exchange,®was entered between six and
-seven oclock in the evening. Watches,
diamond rings, money and other jewelry
amounting - to one - thousand dollars were
stolen. Fhe Bouden house was built of stone
and stood on a high'piece of ground in the
most fashionable part of the town. The
thief had entered by climbing to a small
porch- on the second story of the house,
where a window had been left unlocked.

The Thoughtful Mr. Tuthill

Bureau drawers and ‘were ran-
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a ladder which was placed against the top
- of the veranda. “ When I came by a half

hour ago that ladder. was not there. Call

the police quick. “We may be able to catch
- him,”

Scattering around the house the group
. stood on guard until the police arrived.
But no one was found in the house. An
investigation showed quantities ‘of  fresh
mud on the ladder rungs and an open
window above the porch roof, but the bur-
glar had vanished. To Tuthill’s' great sur-
prise, he found that the ladder had been
. taken from a house which his men . were
building near by.
Finally after a search had 'failed to re-
- veal any clew to the marauder, Tuthill de-
- parted, followed by the thanks of the Jef-
fersons and policemen. No one for a mo-
ment had thought of suspecting the quiet,

sacked by the thief in his search and their
contents strewn on the floor. Rich dresses
and costly wearing apparel were trampled
under foot and ruined. The money and
jewelry were taken from a bureau in the
room of Mr. Bouden, who was away from
home on a business trip. None of the
family or servants saw or heard the thief,
“and he left no clew to his identity behind
him,

The little town was in an uproar. The
burglary was the culmination of a series
of mysterious raids that had been going on
for almost two years. Time after time
traps had been set, but the unknown bur-
glar always had evaded them and escaped.

. Several weeks before, the home of Thomas
Jefferson, son of Joseph Jefferson, the
actor, had been entered. It was only a
few doors away on Hawthorne Place. Ve-
randas extended across the house, the tops
of -which were on a level with the second
-story windows.

About ten o'clock in the evening some
friends who had been calling on the Jef-

“fersons. got up to go. . They were accom-
panied to the door by Mr. and Mrs. Jef-
ferson. - As they came out on the porch
@ man called™o them from the sidewalk

-and ran up the steps. It was Tuthill.

«Theére.must be some one in your house,
Mr. J ” he d, pointing to

and. as he
hurried along the street toward his home,
he chuckled to himself. Interrupted by the
sound of the visitors leaving when he was
climbing into the second story window, he
had not had time to escape. His quick
wit and iron nerves had enabled him suc-
cessfully to divert suspicion from himself.
+ This narrow escape was merely an, in-
cident in the amazing career of crime which
“he was leading at the same time he was
carrying on a legitimate business in the
town. Threatened constantly with cap-
ture or death at the hands of the people
he was robbing, he seemed to derive his
greatest pleasure in matching wits with his
victims and escaping from the dangerous
situations in which he constantly found
himself as he boldly went about .his

The Lure of Instinict

Indeed the thrill and constant danger
involved may have been the real cause for
his double life, for Tuthill was making a
comfortable living from his business as a
building contractor. Several years earlier
he had drifted into Montclair and -ap-
prenticed himself to a boss stone mason,
George Booth. He learned the trade easily
and boarded at Booth’s house all the time
of his apprenticeship. Two fellow ap-
boarded there, too.




p54 .

They noticed that he had a great fond-
ness for reading detective siories in yellow
and paper coyered books. He never said
auch about, his literary tastes, but on the
rare occasions when he did unburden him-
self, he told of his great admiration for the
“second story men * of whom he had read.
The exploits of these acrobatic criminals
whose specialty it was to shin up veranda
sides, water pipes, awning posts and con-
venient ladders and steal valuable property
while the inhabitants of the house were
below in the dining room, seemed to have
a fascination for the young stone mason.

Just One of the Boys

When he had learned the trade, be mar-
ried a girl in the town and started in busi-

ness for himself. Two years before he had _

been married to a woman in Port Jervis,
New Vork, but when he found she had
two other husbands still living, he fled from
her. As a stone mason and building con-
tractor Tuthill was a success. His man-
ners were pleasant and his prices reason-

able. Everybody in the building trade.

liked him and he always kept his contracts.
The skill with which he did his stone
masonry was equaled only by that which
he displayed as a burglar. .

Among 'the men of the town Tuthill was
known as a good sport. He played a fairly
good game of poker and “went around
with the boys”. in a mild way. It was in
this connection  that he had first attracted
attention in the town. Three strangers
dropped into Empire Hose Company No. 2
one night and sat in a poker game. Tut-
hill, 2 member of the company, was one
of the: players.

The three strangers won consistently—
so consistently that Tuthill became suspi-
cious and began watching them. In a few
minutes he detected one of them cheating
and things began to happen. Tuthill was
short and he weighed only one hundred
and fifty pounds, but when he went into
action he seemed much bigger. A fellow
fireman told with awe of the fight the next
day. “Two of them were bigger than he
was, but he lammed all three of them so
quick that they didn’t know a fight was
going on until it was over,” he said.
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But these nights out were few and Tut-
hill spent the greater part of his time build-
ing up his business. He had the reputa-
tion of being a thrifty, industrious citizen.
If any one had suggested that he was the
thief who had been terrorizing the town,
‘the idea would have been ridiculed. Jim
Tuthili’s honesty was too. well known for
any one to imragine he knew anything about
the mysterious thief.

The discovery of the robbery of the Bou-
den home reduced the wealthy residents of.
Montclair almost to a state of siege. Special
watchmen were posted at night and every
one was on the gxi vive at all times. For
the ghostly thief was only one of the things
that were troubling the townsmen. A
“ Jack the Peeper ® was abroad.

For several months women living on
Fullerton, Mountain, and other fashionable
avenues had been horrified at various times
to find a man silently watching them about
bedtime from the roofs of their verandas.
Again and again the midnight visitor had
been chased down the street by angry hus-
bands and brothers bearing shotguns, but
never had they succeeded in capturing him.

Always working alone and with the odds
thus doubled *against him, Tuthill then be-
gan a series of exploits ‘which caused him
later to be termed the smartest thief that
ever visited New Jersey. The ingenuity
and resourcefulness he - displayed as he
matched wits with his neighbors in the en-
suing months was matched only by the cool
daring and audacity of his acts.

Not only did he continue his thefts, but
he even sold his stolen watches and rings*
to men around Montclair. A few days
after the Bouden robbery, a constable
proudly showed Justice of the Peace Morris
a watch he had bought from Tuthill.

A Surprise For the Thief

“ He let me have it cheap because it was
second hand,” the constable explained.
“ Second hand ” the watch certainly was,
but Tuthill’s nerve was not. And neither
the confiding constable or the justice of the

knew until months. afterward - that

‘they held in their hands the key to the
robberies which were still going on. 5
The next place to be “ visited ” was the’"
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‘home of Henry Horton, a New York bank-
er; who lived next door to the Jeffersons.
Mrs. Horton was thrown almost into con-
vulsions- one night by discovering a--man
tiying to get in through the second story
window. She had just returned from the
city on a midnight train. After entering
~-the house she went to close the front blinds
:-and saw & man climbing up the porch post.
Running upstairs she told her husband
what she had seen and was approaching
. the front window to watch the nocturnal
visitor, when she met him face to face.

‘The Evidence of Busy Nights

Her screams alarmed the servants. The
. coachman seized his pistol and chased the
man through the streets of the town, but
. failed to catch him. The description which
she furnished to, the police failed to fit

-any one they suspected and again -their
~search was futile.

While. they were still working on this
.case the home of Benjamin Strong was
visited: One night while the family were

-still in the parlor, footsteps were heard on
"the porch. A son who was studying in a
yoom on the second floor also heard a
peculiar sound on the top of the porch, as

- though -the buttons on a man’s coat were
scraping the tin roof as he crawled along
on his stomach.
- Going to the window the boy raised it.
As he did, the man jumped to the ground
and escaped. Two other times the ma-
rauder returned, but was unable to gain
an -entrance because things were securely
locked.

. His next visit was more successful. The
home of Henry A. Dykes was rifled and
seven. hundred dollars taken. As usual
there ‘was no clew to be found and the
police were baffled in their search. It
seemed almost as if the unknown burglar
was playing with them at times and laugh-
ing to himself at their bewilderment. For
inless than a week a pocketbook contain-
.ing six hundred and forty-two dollars was
taken from the home of William Atkins of
" Cedar Avenue, and this Lheft occurred in

broad -daylight.

The Atkinses had just moved into the
“house that day. Mr. Atkins had brought
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out the money from New York for his
wife, who was going to buy a horse and
carriage the next day. When he arrived
at the house that afternoon he counted the
money out and handed it to his wife. The
blinds had not been hung in the house yet
and another house was being built beside
it. Tuthill had charge of the job. It was
“knocking off ” time and his men werc
going home, but Tuthill lingered.

He saw Mrs. Atkins put the money in
a pocketbook and place it under a lamp
before she went out to the dining room
for supper. Very thoughtfully Tuthill
placed one of his empty lime barrels be-
side the house, climbed in the window and
helped himself. When the Atkinses re-
turned from the dining room the pocket-
book containing the money was gone.
Muddy footprints on the floor led to.the
window, but there the trail ended.

His carpenters, masons and laborers
were all agog the next day over the latest
mysterious robbery. Tuthill was the only
one who didn’t bother his mind about it.
He simply said: “][t’s tdo bad,” and went
calmly about his work. The many wild
surmises and tales that the workmen told
about the unknown burglar as they worked,
appealed to his sense of humor, and more
than once he laughed silently to himself.

But his greatest merriment came when
he read in the local and New York papers
of the visits of that other midnight prowler,
“ Jack the Peeper.” As befitted an honest,
hard working boss mason, Tuthill’s usual
hour for retiring was about nine o’clock.
‘Whenever he took his walks for the benefit
of his pocket, he waited until a couple of
hours after he thought it was right for
people to go to bed.

What He Was Looking For

So it came about that a dozen of the
charming young women who lived in the
fashionable parts of the town were fright-
ened by discovering a man watching them
from the porch roof outside their windows.
Everyone thought it was some crank who
wanted only to annoy beautiful women.
But the “ Jack the Peeper ” was really the
ingenious Mr. Tuthill watching where the
ladies put their jewels, hiding'his eyes while
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they were actually disrobing, and shocked
at nothing but the fact that the girls sat
up so late at night.

Tuthill’s Fatal Visit

It took the Montclair citizens a number
of months to connect the mysterious dis-

,appearance of their jewels with the visits

of *“Jack the Peeper,” and in the mean-
time the thefts continued. A second call
at the: Dykes home netted one thousand
five hundred dollars. The home of Jobn *
Daniels on Orange Avenue was entered and
a.watch and chain valued at one hundred
and fifty, dollars was stolen. S. B. Steward
of Walnut Street had jewels and watches
taken.

No precautions seemed able to prevent
the unknown burglar from carrying out his
raids. No chance was too great for him
to take, as the people searched in vain for
a man of the type they imagined the thief
must be.

If Alexander Robertson had not moved
from Brooklyn to Montclair on St. Pat-
rick’s- Day, in 1890, the chances are that
Tuthill might have continued his' peeping
and purloining indefinitely.

Robertson had Jeased a house on Grove
Avenue, but it was not quite ready for
occupancy. He took a room for the night
at the home of George Booth. Tuthill had

picked that evening for a quiet call on his

former employer.
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gan to shout for help. By the bright star-
light he saw the prowler pick up a pair of
shoes on the lawn and run down Grove
Avenue. All the household woke up,
looked around for the thief awhile, and
then, convinced that it was of no use to
search, went peacefully back to bed.

Later the same night, John Manuel, who
lived next door, came home and was sur-
prised to see a man on his lawn. The fel-
\Jow walked softly up the steps to the porch
audbegautod:mhoneofthepos!s
Manuel, without saying a word, ran across
the lawn and jerked at the climber’s leg.
The man’s hold was lost and the two came
down in a heap on the grass.

Several times Manuel almost had his as-
sailant pinned down, but on each occasion
the porch climber twisted free. Suddenly
Manuel was back-heeled and hurled to the
ground. By the time he had regained his
feet the stranger had disappeared. After
he had rested awhile and got his breath,
he went indoors and told his wife of the
thief he hadn’t caught.

C“If it wasn’t Jim Tuthill” said he,
“then I'm a Dutchman, which I'm not.”
Still, he did not complain to the police, be-
cause he had not lost anything and he did
not care to stir up trouble for an old
neighbor.

A Plan to_Trap Him

Alexand called on Justice of

Rob

in the night by a bright hght flashing in
his eyes. He felt as if he had a nightmare.

In the middle of the room stood a tall
man with a flaring match in his fingers.
He was looking around, and just as the
match burned out he began to move to-
ward a chair on which lay Mr. Robertson’s
trousers. He struck another match and
by its light fished out a gold watch and
chain worth seventy-five dollars.

Robertson lay perfectly still while the
stranger helped himself. He had a good
look at the man’s face by the match light
and scanned it closely. The match burned
out. The stranger glided noiselessly across
the room, slipped out the window and dis-
appeared into.the night.

As the man’s head dropped below the’

window sill Robertson came to life and be-

the Peace Morris the next morning and.
told of his loss. He described the man
minutely and- declared he would recognize
him anywhere, because he had memorized
his face by the light of the matches. Judge
Morris suspected a other than Tuthill
and had his whereabouts on St. Patrick’s
night investigated. The suspect was able
to prove an alibi. Some one suggested
that Tuthill fitted the description perfectly.
The judge was in a pickle. To arrest a
man of Tuthill’s good standing in the com-
munity and find, as most likely would be
the case, that he was innocent, would be
dangerous. Finally a builder who had an
office pear the railroad station was induced
to invite Tuthill to come around at niné
o'clock the next morning and make es-
timates on foundations for some houses.
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<. -Robertson was to stand in the window
of a coal office near by and watch Tuthill
‘when he passed. A policeman was to be
on hand and arrest Tuthill, if Robertson
identified him as the thief.
His Iron Nerve Still Useful

True to his reputation as a thrifty, punc-
tual citizen, Tuthill came along at eight
thirty .the next morning. Robertson was
standing at the window of the coal office,
but the policeman had not acrived. As
soon as he saw Tuthill, Robertson began
jumping excitedly around and exclaimed:

“That’s the man who stole my watch
and chain.”

. Half a dozen men in the coal office who
knew Tuthill, laughed at Robertson’s ac-
tions and words. But one of them called

Tuthill in. Tuthill walked calmly through

the door, nodded to his acquaintances and
turned to face his accuser.

Not for a moment then or later did the
master criminal show the shghtest hesitan-
cy or fear in' his manner. The iron nerve
and cool wit which had enabled this man
to carry. out his robberies so successfully
in the face of all the precautions of the
townspeople and the police, were never
more strikingly exhibited than when he was
bmught to bay. .

“ What have you done with my watch
‘and chain?” demanded Robertson.

“ What the devil is the matter with you?
I don’t know you,” Tuthill retorted angrily.

-Robertson was badly rattled. He didn’t
think it would be wise to have trouble with
a-man who could walk up and down the
side ‘of 2 house the way this fellow did.
Nevertheless, his belief that he had found
the thief who had stolen his watch was
unshaken. Tuthill left and walked on to
the builder’s office to keep his appointment.

His .accuser ran-up the street and after
-some search found a constable who was
doing some carpenter work on a new house.
The constable knew nothing about Robert-
son or his watch, so in spite of all the ex-
citement lie undertook the case with cau-
tion.—He took Robertson to Police Justice

* Milligan. who issued a search warrant for
Tuthill’s house. .
‘. The two men went there, but found it

657

was locked. As they were returning’ un-
satisfied they met Tuthill and showed, him
the warrant. Tuthill led the way home
again,

‘“ Come on in,” he said briskly. “I’ll be
glad to help you look around. It’s all a
mistake, though. VYou won'’t find anything.
Somebody will have to suffer for this. It’s
an outrage.”

The searchers found no.trace of anything
that didn’t belong to Tuthill. The first
floor of the house was occupied by another
family, so they did not look there. Tuthill
casually remarked that he would go down
in the cellar and get a scuttle of coal while
his visitors were searchxgg They thought
he stayed away a long time, so they fol-
lowed him down.

The constable caught sight of a hole in
the wall, left there by the removal of a
beam. He poked around in the opening
and found three gold watches and chains,
two big diamond rings, a lady’s gold watch,
a dozen rings, plain gold, turquoise, ame-
thyst and topaz, together with numerous
other pieg;s of jewelry.

“Where in the world did those things
come from?” asked Tuthill with a most
surprised look on his face.

“T guess you know,” said Robertson.

Tuthill képt on “ wondering ”_innocently
and his conduct was so far removed from
that of a thief that the constable did not
even think of arresting him. When - they
had made sure there was no more jewelry
left in the hole, the three men walked up
the street together. Tuthill strolled into
the coal office and sat down to talk to some
friends.

The Final Proof of Guilt

Robertson and the constable took their
find of jewelry to Justice Milligan’s office
and then set out to find Thomas H. Bou-
den, who had been robbed of valuables
similar to those found. Bouden identified”
his wife’s diamond ring and Justice Mil-
ligan issued a warrant for Tuthill’s arrest.
The constable slowly and thoughtfully
went back to the coal office with it.

Robertson was happy at the prospect of
getting back his watch. But the two men
were destined to be disappointed. At the
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coal office they found that Tuthill had not
waited for them. Instead he had boarded a
noon train for New York. It was the fitst
mistake ‘in judgment Tuthill had made
since he had started his life of crime, and
it cost him dearly.

In spite of ‘the discovery of the jewelry
none jof the people in the town could be-
lieve that Jim Tuthill was the thief who
had been coming and -going in their homes
for more than two years.. They believed
there must be some mistake. But his flight
did ‘what Robertson had been unable to do
and convinced them he was guilty.

‘While the many victims of the fugitive
were comparing ymotes and locating more
of their jewelry through some pawn tickets
found in the Tuthill home, several con-
tables were set on his trail. One of them
finally ran him to -earth at the home of
an uncle in Brooklyn. He was arrested
as he returned from the theater, where he

shopkeeper in Vienna stood
if in constant terror of a partic-

ularly bold and mnotorious
shoplifter, a certain Jewess of
forty. She was artful, elusive
and too frequent a practitioner. So mary
were the ingenious ruses put to use by her
that the police department of that city bad
to keep a constant watch lest the' citizens
become too frankly unappreciative. of its
ability.

Several times in her career she was ap-
prehended and caught, but the unwary eyes
of the law could seldom produce sufficient
evidence against her so as to render her
inactive for a litfle while at least. Then,
too, her pleas seemed so artless and sincere,
her_excuses and alibis so innocently truth-
ful, that the judges themselves were often
in serious doubt of her guilt. .

Once, however, she was a bit too reckless

‘be no alibi that she could offer.
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-h_ad whiled away his time during the eve-

ning, .

Even thén Tuthill’s cool nerve was still
with him. He “ came quiet,” but he de-
clared there had been a great mistake some--
where and said he felt sorry for his ac-
cusers. His protestations of innocence and
the steadfast story he told for a time al-
‘most ‘convinced the police that a mistake
had been made. But as their investiga-"
tions revealed more and more of his ac-
tivities by night, the steadily mounting

-‘proofs that he was the long sought super-

criminal were too great to be denied any
Tonger. .

‘While definite proof of many of his rob-
beries was never found, sufficient evidence
was obtained to make 1 conviction easy.
A few months later the announcement that
he had been ‘sentenced to a long term in
prison taused the citizens of Montclair to
sleep more soundly at might. :

»

THE BABY SHOPLIFTER

at one of her operations and she was caught
red-handed. . This time there seemed to
She had
been seen performing quite coolly and de-
liberately. The one best thing to do, she
was told, would be to acknowledge her
guilt freely and so hope for a mitigated
sentence.

A certain affair in her, recent past Tife
came to her aid. 'When she was brought
up for trial she did not deny her guilt, but
claimed that she could -not legally- be put
into prison. Six months before her arrest
she had been baptized in a Roman Catholic.
church. Offering papers to prove this, she
pleaded that she was therefore legally an
infant and not responsible before the law. .

_The rule of that country being that the.
date of birth figured from the date of bap-
tism, the court sustained her plea, and the;
six-months-old shoplifter was released.” ™




Dr. Hailey felt himself stiffen at the voice that came from Pierrot

THE DOUBLE THIRTEEN

By Anthony Wynne

-FEAR OF A LIVING DEATH IN A BLACKGUARD'S DESPERATE PLOT
_BRINGS DAYS OF ADVENTUROUS PERIL TO OLVA VORLOFF

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS
TB.E Hon. Robert Barling had won the band of Olva Vorloff, daughter of Countess Vorloﬁ, ﬁor-

merly of Russia, Olva had. promised to marry Robert,

asked to go

, when at a dance the same night, she

home eagly. Morning comes and she has disappeared, Itaving & note to her mather

siying sko-1s safe, but that she must mot be pursued or the pohce uofified. Robert, however, doest

“notity the polce, and Inspector Bils and Dr. Eusta
ussian by the nam toff had

e of Dana

up, the search. 1t is known

ce Jthat
called at Olva's lmme hte the night of her disappearance‘and"

$4a been given o leter. Danatoffs hotel sute late s found plundered, Olva fs pirsued to o

deserted country house, ]

ina

been i
sion: The door to the sxqe is lound un]ccked and a horrible sight ereets the searching party.

"~ CHAPTER XII
" - DR. HAILEY’S DISCOVERY

UDDLED up on the driver’s
seat of the car, with his
chest supported against the
.wheel, was the body of a
man. His head hung limp
and ghastly, and his hands
had slipped to his sides.

‘The doctor opened the door and grasped
ope of the ha.nds It was as cold as marble.

He released it again and bowed his head.
A sense of horror, swift and compelling,
held all four men in silence. Their' eyes
traveled from the piteous, dead figure to the
jagged edges of the shattered windscreen.

Biles was the first to recover himself. He
had an electric torch in his pocket and
flashed it on the terrible spectacle. . As he
did-so Bob uttered a cry:

“ Danatoff1”

The detective raised the dead face. There
was no mark upon it, save the old Lealed
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scar on the left cheek. The features were
composed. Evidently M. Danatoff .had
suffered little in his final moments.

‘The sergeant founda switch on the wall
“ of the garage and turned on the light. Then
the cause of the Russian’s death was made
plain. A deep stain showed on the front
of his waistcoat. The doctar unb\moned
‘the garment and exposed th

A small wound, thé livid edgs of which
contrasted -vividly with the surrounding
pallor, was sithated immediately under the
right breast. Danatoff had been struck
through the heart. The mystery of the
broken windscreen was

““ The murderer,” Biles r]edarcd in tones
which he contrived to render matter-of-fact,
“must have pushed the car in here. That
would not be difficult, because the ground
slopes downward from the yard to the
garage. It is obvious that the shot was
ﬁred outside.”

“The car was stationary at the time,”
Bob §zud « otherwise it would have con-
tinued its way and struck against the wall,
and there is not a scratch on the paint any-
where.”

He was standing in front of the vehicle,
examining the dumb irons. Dr. Hailey
noticed that his expression had become
tense with anxiety. He glanced at Biles
and saw a hard glitter in the eyes of that
professional man-hunter. Murder, to a de-
tective, is a challenge calling forth an in-
.stant and instinctive response.

They lifted the body from the car and
laid 4t out on the stone floor of the garage.
The doctor noticed that the lining of one of
the pockets of the dead man’s coat had been
pulled out. He called his companion’s at-
tention to this fact. The detective passed
his hands rapidly through all the pockets.
He extracted a purse containing a small sum
of money and a fountain pen. He laid
those objects on the narrow work table
which ran along the end of the shed.

“1t’s pretty obvious,” he declared, “ that

the attack must have been premeditated.
No doubt the poor fellow was lured to his
doom, and shot as soon as he reached the
yard”
- Biles drew Dr. Hailey aside. .
“It’s obvious, of coiuse,” he insisted in

FLYNN'S

low tonos, « that the Countess Olva played
a big part in all this—possibly the only-
part. In the circumstances, and with all
deference to you, my dear Hailey, young_
Barling cannot remain here with us. I am
ready to believe that he knows as little as
we do, but the corener’s jury is bound to
take his conduct in following Danatoff
about into consideration, and also the fact
of his intimacy with the Russian girl.”

Biles spoke with some difficulty, and it
was evident that he expected opposition.
Bul Dr. Hailey assented at once,

“1_quite agree with you,” he declared,
“and I will speak to him.”

He approached the young man, whose-
features had become haggard durmg the
past hour. He told him what the detective
had said. Bob cried out in strong protest:

“But that is monstrous! - Have we not

.come to find Olva? And we are as much

in the dark on that matter as ever before.
T cannot abandon the search at this stage,
surely.”

“'The police, you see, have power to do
as they think fit in a case of this kind.”

‘The doctor’s voice had a ring of finality.

“ They don’t suspect me—or, at least, if
they do, the remedy is in their own hands.
T am free to act as I choose.”

Dr. Hailey laid a sympathetic hand on
his shoulders.

“I think,” he said, “ that in this matter
2lso you must consider met your own feel-
ings, but those of ¢he woman you love. I
should be merely insulting your intelligence
if T pretended that, just at the moment, no
suspicion -attaches to the Countess Olva.
As her ﬁan;é your pwsi.ﬁan here is really
impossible.”

He paused. Bob had turned pale.
looked up with beseeching eyes.

“What .does he—Biles—suggest?” he’
asked hoarsely. “What has he szid to
you?” :

The doctor did not reply. He led the-
way to the door of the garage and they
passed out into the silence of evening.
Already the long shadows were gathering
about the walls of the old house. The young
man repe.uwd his question in tones of still’

iter anxi

“You see,” Dr. Hailey said; “ it is known’

(Cnnole

He
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that the murdered man received a letter
from the Countess Olva last night and that"
on receipt of it he left his hotel, never to
Teturn. It is known also that his room was
burglarized this morning. To-night we
find him murdered ,within a few yards of
the girl’s car. His pockets, too, have been
searched, just as, later on, his bedroom was
searched.”

“But what does that prove?” There
was a desperate noté in the boy’s voice
which ‘touched the older man deeply.

« lt doesn’t/pmve anything,” he said,

emphamsonf.heverbmamsnncr
which sounded deadly in spite of him.
“ But it presents a case which obviously re-
quires an answer. Why did your fiancée
come here at all? Why did she write to
Danatofft What was it brought the
muxderedmanwsuchap!aceatsud:a
time? - .

“ Why, again, did the countess dmw her
car across the road, and who ran into her
car-—because, obvxously, Danatoff’s car has
been involved -in no collision of any sort.

- Biles is 2 good fellow but he has what I call
“the Scotland Vard mind’ The most
obvious explanation, according to that point
of view, is nearly always the correct one.”

" Bob bowed his head. -

“7 see,” he declared in tones of desp ap-
prehension. He moved away a few paces
and then round and returned to his
friend. . “ But you will stay, won’t you?
Because you believe that Olva is innocent.
Oh, promise me that you will not leave the
case until the truth has been made plain.”

“T'will do all that I can do.” Dr. Hailey
opened his snuffbox and took & small pinch.
“ You realize, of course, that there will be
an inquest to-morrow or the day after, at
Wycombe. They are sure to invite you to
give evidence. ‘Perhaps it would be as well
1o stay .the night in-the town.” y

Bob went away into the darkness, a tall,
lonely figure, bowed a little, the doctor
thought, under the weight of the horrible
anxiety which had been laid on him so sud-
denly, Dr. Hailey returned to the garage.
As he entered he saw Biles rising from his
knees with a look of triumph in his eyes.
‘THe detective held a small ob_yect m lns
hand which he was carefully
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“Look]” he cried, “a bronze hairpin.
The Countess Olva, as you know, has golden
hair.”

The doctor:took the hairpin and glanced
at it.” He nodded in his rather melancholy
fashion.

“It must have fallen from her head while
she was awaiting her victim in here. My
own theory of the crime is that she allowed
him to open the garage door and then fired.”

He paused and’ turned his gaze on the
body at their feet.

“It’s political, of course. Danatoff was
concerned in the business of getting people
out of Soviet Russia—we have had our eye
on him and his activities for some time.
Probably the girl had taken pay from the
Tcheka. - They have their ‘agents every-
where. I wonder why they chose'this place
of all others. If only fhese conspirators
could get over their fear of London and
realize that the very minute they leave it
they are playing into the hands of the
police.”

Dr. Hailey had taken more snuff, a sign,
as Biles knew, that his brain was active.
When. the other finished he asked:

“It would be interesting to know how
she got away from here?”

“Oh, probably walked into Wycombe
and caught the early train.” The detective
turned to the sergeant: “There is a train
to London about six, isn’t there?”

“VYes, sir, six-ten.”

“ But that leaves us with the difficulty of
the collision, doesn’t it?” the doctor re-
marked. “Why should the Hillman coupé
have been drawn across the road, and what
car was it which bumped into it?”

Biles evidently had not taken this matter
into his calculation.

“That certainly is a difficulty,” he con-
fessed, “because there is no doubt at all
that a collision did take place and that
Danatoff’s car was not involved in it. It
is just possible that the girl had an ac-
complice and that their cars fouled in the
dark in that narrow roadway.”

“ Possibly.” Dr. Hailey’s.voice was not
enthusiastic. He stood looking down at
the dead face, with its livid scar and"fine;
clear-cut fentura Danatoff had certainly,
‘been a very hand: man,

6FW
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“Isupposethemquestwnllmkeplwew-
morrow?”

“T think so. There is enough evidence,
in ‘spite of the gaps, to justify it, and to
secure a verdict of murder. against the

untess Olva right away.” Biles glanced
round the garage with an air of satisfaction.

“1 fancy,” he added, “that we can’t
learn much more here. The next thing to
do'is to circulate a description of the girl to
the police. Will you be ready to assist at
the autopsy, if the coroner calls upon you?”

«Yes.?

Dr. Hailey’s voice was rather hurried. He
had been examining the broken windscreen
of the car, while Biles was speaking.
Suddzn!y he strode to the pile of frxgments
of glass which had been collected in the
yard. He lifted one of these, the largest,
and held it out in front of him.

Then he came to the front of the car
and attempted to fit it into the ragged hole
in the screen. As he did so he uttered an
exclamation of astonishment. The frag-
ment was definitely thinner than the plate
from which it was supposed to have been
derived.-

CHAPTER XIV
THE MYSTERIOUS CAR OWNER
ILES possessed a mind of the
rigid type. Once he had con-
structed his theory of a crime
he resented the intrusion of
new facts which might have
the effect of upsetting it. But the fact
which Dr. Hailey now brought to his notice
was not of this order. It confirmed his
“theory, and so he hailed it with immense
satisfaction.

“ A second car!” he declared, in the tones
of a man whose last doubts had been re-
moved.

“It seems so.”

Dr. Hailey took a pinch of snuff.

“Then I am right, after all, in thinking
that the girl must have possessed an ac-
complice.” .

The detective paused and then added:

“That explains the damage to the Hill-
man coupé. No doubt they arrived at the
same time and fouled in the narrow road-
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way. The accomplice would naturally back
his car out and bring it round by the front
avenue, while the girl made her way up'to
the house on foot.

No doubt she was rather frightened and
so ran through. the wood. The second. car
must have shared in the damage inflicted
by the shooting, and hence the two types
of broken gass ¥4

Biles’s voice had gmwn more confident
as he spoke. He recalled the afternoon visit
of the man Tsarov to the Vorloffs’ house in
South Street and his interview with Olva.

“ They must have arranged the details of
the crime at the meeting,” he told the
doctor. “ Probably the girl’s surprise at
seeing the fellow was pure affectation, a
mere pretense to deceive her servants. No
doubt they considered it safer to reach the
scene of the murder separately.”

Biles turned to the sergeant.

“1t will be necessary to keep a watch on
this place. Can you spare the men?”

““Oh, yes, sir.”

“Very well, we can go back to Wycombe
now, I think. To-morrow morning we may
be able to reconstruct the crime to some
extent by piecing the broken glass together.
‘That may possibly indicate the direction in
which the shots were fired. It will be ne-
cessary for me to go back to London after
dinner. I suppose there will be no difficulty
about getting a car?”

“ None, sir; I'll see to that.”

They rolled the door of the garage into
position and replaced the padlock, though
it was impossible to secure it. The night
was clear and the sky had become filled
with stars. They walked down through
the quiet woods to the main road. As they
entered the town the sergeant left them and
then went on alone to the “ Red Lion.”

“1 must put the facts of the case as we
have discovered them before the chief at
once,” Biles said. *“He will have left the
Yard, of course, bit I shall get him at his
house in Kensington. I propose to come
back here immediately afterwards, so as to
start again first thing in the morning.”

Dr. Hailey nodded.

“If T may,” he declared, « I
here. .No doubt our worthy ho
able to supply me with a sleeping suit.”
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. They engaged . private sitting room and
ardered dinper to be served in it. When the
servant, who conducted them upstairs, kad
lighted the fire and gone away Biles took
from his pocket the articles he had removed
Jram the dead man’s person; he laid them
-on the mantelpisce and scrutinized them.

The purse was an ordinary pigskin type;
it contained some small The
Jmmapmwsa“chmty"mdbozem
"marks of identification. He turned to the
doctor, who had seated himself in aa arm-
dnmmdwhouemedwbepwgmmg to
Adoze.

“1f seems obvious, deesn’t it,” he saxd,

"“ghat Teatov is the man we must look for.
I hawe wery little doubt, in my own mind,
#hat he -was the occupant of the car which
collided with the Hillman coupé and in
mhich »

Dr. Hailey inclined his head.

“ It maybe s0,” he agreed.

“ Meanwhile, 1 have taken the numbarof
Danatofi’s car. The sergeant is making in-
guiries about it at ence. My own view is
that the murdered man was in some plot or
conspiracy with these of but that they
had reason to suspect him o

“I fancy ﬁmtaphuns the search of his
bedroom this morning.  Probably they had
discowered that he was acting as an agent
for their enemies as well as for themselves
and that he «carried important papers.”

“But in that case,” Dr. Hailey asked,
“why-did the Countess Olva pass him with-
st acknowledgment at the Brook .Street
-dance?”

Biles shrugged his shoulders.

“¥ yon will forgive my saying so, we
have only Barlitg’s statement for that.
-Bwen if it is true, it is not surprising. A
girl woeuld naturally wjsh to aveid a man
whose murder she had planned a few hours
_eatlier. ~ That may be why she deft for
Meorfields Lodge before his midnight visit
to South ‘St

He paused. The case, so far as he could
see, was complete. It remained omly to
discover the whereabonts of the Conntess
Olva and ber accomplice, Tsarov, the ‘man
with the glaring eyes. He did not anticipate
very great difficuity here, because Scotland
Yard’s net is drawn tightly enough round
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she foreign poprilation of London, whether
that population happens 10 be situated in
¢he East End or in the West.

A waiter came into- the roam 4o set the
table for dinner, Dr. Hailey asked him,

“Do you happen to kmow if a Mr.
Barling has taken 2 room in the hotel for.
the night?”

The man shook his head.

“1 don’t know, sir, but I'll inquire.” He
went away and returned with ﬂ:elnim'ma-]
tion that no gentleman of that name had
engaged a roém. The news caused Biles to
contrn.ct his brows.

“ 1 wish I felt as sure of our young friend
as you do, my dear doctor,” he remarked.

There was no reply. Dr. Haﬂgappnud
1o be falling deeper and deeper into study.
The detactive went 2way to wash his hands.
When he came back the soup was on the
sable. They did net speak much during the
meal, though \the docter tried to open
several subjects of conversation.

Biles, the man-hunter, was oo much oc-
cupied with his hunting. Just as the waiter
ovas abont to uncork the half bottle of port
which Dr. Hailey had ordered the door of
the room ‘opened and the sergeant of police
came in. He appeared to be somewhat ex-
cited, 2nd his big red face glowed.

“Exense me, sir,” he apologizad, “ but I
have been ahle to trace the car in which the
body of the murdered man was found. I
‘managed to get through to the County Hall
in London before they clased for the night.
The car is registered in the name of Brown-
mgandtheaddmsisg'vmastenjmyn
street.! I foynd the party in the telephone
ook and rang up the number. He was not
at home.” ~

Biles's eyes gleamed.

“ Did yon ask, sergeant, kvw.long h: bhad
been absent from home?” he demanded

The puiiumm’s ‘expression became grave.

“ Yes, sir, I did; and that is the quser
part of it. only left his flat
at five o’dock this afternoon.”

“ What!”

“{ think there is:no doubt ahout that,
sir. 1 was speaking ‘to his servant, who is
quite positive on the subject.” .

The detective drew a sharp breath.
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“ But we happen to know that he was
murdered last night.”

His voice challenged his subordinate un-
mistakably.

“ Yes, sir, that is so. Bul the man was
positive all the same.”

The sergeant moved uneasily from one
foot to the other.

“ It might be,” he ventured, “that the
car we found at Moorfields did not belong
to the murdered man, after all.”

CHAPTER XV

FINGER-PRINTS THAT IDENTIFY

to London, Dr. Hailey went
to bed. He felt rather ill at
ease, though he could scarcely
S explain this feeling. The ex-
planation of the crime which the Scotland
Yard man had evolved seemed a reasonable
one. There could be no doubt that it was
Olva Vorloff’s letter which had lured Dana-
toff to his doom; nor was it possible to
doubt that the girl had been present at
Moorfields Lodge at the time of the murder.

The inference was scarcely to be resisted
that she had played, if not the chief, at
least a very important part in the crime.
Her conduct before she left London sup-
ported that idea—the reluctance she had
shown to meet Danatoff face to face, her
interview with the mysterious Russian dur-
ing that afternoon, her warning to her
mother not to call in the police. Taken
together, all these constituted a damning
chain of evidence.

And yet, for some reason, they did not
carry that absolute conviction to his mind
which brings release from anxiety. He
tried to discover the reason for his hesi-
tancy and realized that it lay in his knowl-
edge of Bob Barling. Bob, he was assured,
loved this Russian gitl with all the strength
of his soul.

Dr. Hailey was no sentimentalist, but his
experience of men and women had con-
vinced him that lovers are less frequently
deceived in one another than is commonly
supposed. Love may be blind where the
details of character are concerned, but it is
singularly clear-sighted, as a rule, when
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faced by the larger issues. It wanted, he
told himself, a very great deal of proving
that such 2 man as Barling had set his
affections irrevocably on a cold-blooded
assassin.

For that actually was what it amounted
to. No doubt the girl and her mother had
suffered severely; no doubt they had ample
reason to hate the gang of ruffians who ruled
Russia at the moment. But these feelings
could not justify murder, except to a mind
essentially perverted or diseased.

They could not justify it, even if the
intended victim had proved himself a traitor
to those who trusted and relied on him,
There is in assassination a quality of vile-
ness which has rendered it loathsome and
hideous to all noble minds from the
beginning. °

Thus it followed that either Bob Barling
had entirely misread his finacée’s character
or the Countess Olva was acting in this
matter under a form of compulsion which
she was powerless to resist. He tried to
think what compulsion it would be possible
to bring to bear on her, but could arrive at
no answer to his query.

She was free; she had money. In Eng-
land her life was certainly not in any danger
because of her political activities. Nor
was it possible to entertain the idea that
there was anything in her past which might
serve as the occasion of blackmail—at least,
of blackmail to commit murder.

His mind grew weary in this search, and
he fell asleep. When he awoke it was day.
Biles was standing by his bedside. He sat
up sharply.

“ My dear Biles, what a shock you gave
me!”

The detective looked very tired, but his
air of confidence showed that he was well
pleased with the course of events.

“T've just got back from London,” he de-
clared. “7I had a busy night, but not an
unfruitful one.” He lowered his voice.
“ There is absolutely no doubt now that
the car in which Danatoff’s body was found
did not belong to him. I have traced the
fellow Browning in whose name it is reg-
istered, and he bears no sort of resem-
blance to the murdered man.

‘“ But there are the best reasons for think-
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ing that he is our friend Tsarov, the girl’s
~accomplice, masquerading under a false
He paused, and added, “ It seems
he returned to Jermyn Street early yester-
day morning and spent the day indoors. He
went ouf about nine o’clock last night, just
after the police sergeant here rang him up.
. The-statement that it was a servant who
was answering the telephone was untrue.
Browning keeps no servant.”
He stopped. Dr. Hailey inclined his

head.

“1 gee.

“The flat is.a mere office—an address.
I ascertained from the doorkeeper that
Browning has used it very little, and always
in the same way. He comes, as a rule,
toward evening and then goes out again.
Mostly, he returns in the small hours of the
morning and stays till breakfast time, when
he finally disappears. Yesterday the door-
keeper did -not notice him come back, but
thinks that he may have done so.

“ What are your reasons,” Dr. Hailey
asked, “ for supposing that Browning and
-Tsarov are really one and the same man?”

-~ The detective took his pipe from his
pocket and filled-it before he replied.

« onwnmg” he said, «, always wears a
heavy overcoat with a high collar and has
a big slouch hat over his eyes, so that the
doorkeeper has never had a perfectly clear
view of his features. But the description
of his height and build correspond closely
with the description of Tsarov which I had
from the Vorlofi’s servant.”

Dr Hailey’s wits were gradually muster-

1ng.

“ I 1 recollect,” he remarked, “ Tsarov
also struck the servant as having very
peculiar, glaring eyes.”

“Yes.” Biles struck a match and lit his
plpe. “ And young Barling noted the same
thing ahout the man he encountered in the
High Couwrt Hotel. I questioned the door-
keeper in Jermyn Street on that point, but
he declared that he had never seen Brown-
-ing’s-eyes at all and so could not say what
they were like.”

He paused again and struck a second
match.

“ Happily, nnot.hm‘ means of identifying
"sarov with Browning is available. ‘In the
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- Jermyn Street flat there were a number of

finger-prints. I had those-copied at once. I
have just been up to Moorfields Lodge and
compared the copies with a finger-print T
noticed last night on the broken windscreen
of the.car. The identity is certain.”

The doctor’s eyes became vague.

“ That, my dear Biles,” he said gently,
“ proves only that Browning was in the car;
it does not, surely, prove that Browning is
Tsarov.”

There was a hint of reproach in his tones,
but the detective showed no resentment.

“ Of course not. But, taken in conjunc-
tion with the fact that we have found the
same finger-print on a mirror in Danatoff’s
room at the High Court Hotel, it is, I think,
very significant. Unless we are to dis-
believe everything which Barling told us,
Tsarov certainly did visit that hotel on the
morning following the crime. There ‘was
no doubt about his glaring eyes on that
occasion.”

He paused 2 moment to allow these con-
siderations to sink into the doctor’s mind.
Then he:added:

“ Presumably, the finger-prints in Jermyn
Street are Browning’s. If so, then Brown-
ing was an occupant, on Lhe night- of the
murder, of the car in which Danatoff’s body
was found. He was also the man who
broke into -Danatoff’s room at the High
Court Hotel.

“ But we happen to know that this thief
had peculiar glaring d that 2 man
named Tsarov, with the same glaring.eyes,
called on the Countess Olva the day hefore
—that is to say, on the day of the murder.
The conclusion is, I think, irresistible that
Browning and Tsarov are the same person.”

Dr. Hailey nodded. “I- congratulate
you, my dear Biles,” he said, “and I
apologize for my doubts. So that it follows
that this man is the real villain of the plot.”

The detective contracted his brow.

“T confess,” he remarked, “ that I don’t
see the justification for that view. My own
idea is that the woman was the chief actor.
I feel quite confident that she summoned
Tsarov in the first instance. When a man
has a woman in his power he invariably, in
my experience, sends for her to attend him.
He does not go to dance attendance on her.”
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The doctor had risen and found his snuff-
box. . He took a large pinch.

“1 wonder,” he inquired, “ why Tsarov
should have put the body in his car and
used Danatoff’s car to.escapé in?”

“Because the windscreen of his own car
was so badly smashed.”

“But,” my dear Biles, “ we know that
the glass was broken in Danatoff’s car also.”

CHAPTER XVI ‘
BILES TIES A HARD KNOT

HE detective nodded. “ Quite
il so. I have been looking into
{ that matter. Some of the frag-
ments of the.thinner type of
glass have glue adhering to
their edgos In other words, they are from
a window with a wooden frame. That
shows the car to have been an old-fashioned
coupé or landaulette—probably the former.
A broken window in such a vehicle is a
small matter. It can easily.be dropped out
of sight.” 5

Biles’s pipe had gone out. He relit it
carefully, while his companion prepared for
is bal

th,

“ The. inquest,” he announced, “ is timed
for to-morrow morning. The autopsy is. to
take place this afternoon, and I have been
instructed to write you to be present, if you
so desire.”

He went away. When Dr. Hailey re-
joined him at breakfast hxs enthusiasm had
not abated in' the least.

“Sergeant Jones has just been here," he
announced. He came to tell me that the
Yard has rung up to say it is still without
information-about Tsarov or the Countess.
1t looks like proving a more difficult search
than I expected.

By the way, I am having a sharp watch
kept on young Barling—for his own sake as
well as mine. He returned home last night
and then went to South Street to the Vor-
loff’s. He remained there till eleven o’clock.”

Dr. Hailey’s eyes clouded. He raised his
coffee cup to his lips without responding.
Biles’s capacity as a detective was very
great, perhaps supremely great, but he
lacked one element of the complete sleuth—
knowledge of the human mind in its nobler
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manifestations. All men and all ‘women
were potential criminals in this man’s eyes.

As soon as the meal was over they drove
to Moorfields Lodge. The body of the
murdered man had been removed to the
local mortuary, but otherwise everything
was exactly as-they had left it the night
before. Biles told the policeman on duty
to wheel the car out into the yard, so as to
bring its windscreen immediately over the
spot where the broken glass had been dis-

He seated himself in the vehicle
and bent forward.

“My idea now is,” he told Dr. Hailey,
“ that Tsarov arrived on the scene after the
murdered man. In that case Danatoff’s car
‘would be standing in the yard, probably on
my left. I fancy Danatoff had already
alighted, and I think that the girl fired at
him just as her accomplice appeared.

She must have missed in the first in-
stance, because Danatoff certainly defended
himself: the broken wi proves.
It is quite possible -that:her first bullet
smashed the window of Danatoff’s car
instead of hitting him. . That would account
for the fragments of thinner glass. In any
case, the unfortunate man would not see his
real- assailant, because of the glare from
Tsarov’s headlights, and would naturally
assume that the attack was coming from the
newly-arrived car.” The headlights, on the
other hand, would illuminate him and so
furnish an easy target.”

“Tsarov, if you are right,” Dr. Hailey
said, “ took a very considerable risk, did he
not? It was highly probable that if the
victim was armed he would be hit.”

Biles shook his head. 3

“You forget,” he remarked, © that
Tsarov knew the attack was coming. No
doubt, as soon as the girl began to shoot he
took the precaution of ducking from behind
the scuttle-dash of his-car. That would
afford him pretty safe shelter.” ’

He got out of the car and led the doctor
across the yard to a point near the corner of
the house. - He pointed to a number of
recently made scars on the old brickwork.

“That is where' the murdered man's
bullets struck,” he declared. “If you ex-
amine them you will see that he was prob-
ably. standing near the garage door-at the’
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" unomenst when he fired. He was evidently
about to axtter the garage, where apparently
. tthe secret ing to which he had been
. summmoned wWas to be beld.”
Dr. Haziley nodded. He ‘treated his friend
#oa glance of admiration.
“ Yau heve the bullets?” be asked.
* e hgve two of them. The others must
thmve glanced off.”
“ Are they different from the bullets fired
2t Damttofi?”
Biles’s face clonded for .an instamt.

“Wnbappily;” be said, “1 bave not been ,

alble to vecover any of the latter. Ope of
#hem, @0 dodbt, is hidden in fhe man’s body.
h, far some reason, those which missed

v “That is certainly strange m & not?” he
ubd. He added: “1 suppose there is no
fuesh light on ﬂ:mnflthe accident to

- the Hidlman couj

-~ “None. That is smether peint which
i beve not been able to clear up to ‘my
satisfaction. The ojﬂy thing that seems
quite certdin is that a collision did take
place.”
He stood for a moment with bent head
‘then turned, to ‘his companion:-

“Sappose we go down and reéxamine the
ground,” he suggested. ““1 ordered them
#to leawe the car n case it should be neces-
‘sary o do that.”

They walked down ‘through the woods,
-along & footpath which cut off am angle of
the carriage-way leading to the back doar.
“The gromd was strewn with newly-fallen
leaves. MNevertheless the doctor kept a
harp lookeut. Before they had advanced
far he stopped -and <alled his companion’s
‘attenrtion 'to a foot-print .on fhe soft arth.
Tt was & woman’s, obviously that of Olva
Verloli, for they 'saw ‘that it corresponded

~exactly to the prints they had already fomd iV

near the <ar.

“She was running even when she got up
‘here,” Dr. Hailey said. “ The reason which
competed her to do that must have been an
urgent one.”

He stood for a moment, Yooking round
&im. Then he stepped off the path and
‘went a ghort distance down the steep bank
+in fhe divection of the main road. Biles saw

- BBT

that his eyes were. the gromnd
with eagerness. When he had descended
a.bcut fifty yards he stooped down. Then he

beckoned His companion to join
hm.

““Look there; amman’s foot-print, going in
tthe same direction as the girl, but at a lower
level. Running, tc0.”

The detective bert and examined the
fresh evidence closely. He modded =s he
stood eract again.

“There is o doubt of it.™

He rubbed his Tong <hin in ‘the manner
which was habitual ‘with him when = new
difficulty arose. Dr. Hailey watched hm
with a sympafhy born of complete under-
standing of his feelings.

“Possibly -one of ‘the poficemen mmy
have come up this way last night.”

He glanced at the doctor, but the Tatter
shook his head.

“The bootwh-lchmade ‘this #mpression is
@ fine one,” he declared. “Look at the
shape of '.he heel-mark and how clean cut
it is. Look at the sole—without a trace of
a nail.”

As he spoke, Dr. Hailey moved down the
bank in a direction parallel to that taken by
the footpath. He soen found further ex-
amples of His clew, and was able to trace’
‘the foot-prints right down to the spot where
the coffision had occurred, They endsd
‘there.

“So,” he said, “it is obvious that fhis
fellow, whoever "he may be, arrived by, car,
cmshed into the Hillman coupé and then
got out and ran as fast as he could wp
through the woods toward the house. He
was not Tsarov because Tsarov’s car has
certainty not been in a collision of this
sort.” .

“Of course not.” Biles’s face had cleared
again. “ Bwt he was Danatoff, my dear
doctor. And that, don’t you see, gives us
the complete answer to the riddle which you
propounded. Danatoff must have meant i
the first instance to reach the house by the
‘back way.

“ Probably the conspirators knew ¢hat
he always used that way, and laid their
plens accordingly. If the Hillman compé
was drawn &cross the toad at this spot their
victim would be certain to collide with it,
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because, owing to the bend in the road, he
would not see it until too late to pull up.”-

He drew a sharp breath.

“ Danatoff,” he added, “ would naturally
be very much mystified, and possibly
alarmed. He would make all haste to seek
an explanation at the house, where, in view
of this new evidence, I think we must con-
clude both Tsarov and the girl were await-
ing his arrival.”

“You mean that you think he left his
car down here?” Dr. Hailey asked.

“Yes. He would naturally do that. It
would take too long to back it out and
bring it -ound by road.”

Dr. Ha:]ey closed his eyes.

“But in that case, my dear Biles,” he
asked, “how do you account for the fact
that we found pieces of hrokm glass—oi
recently broken gl: i
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night. Because it was a small and round:
wound I jumped to a conclusion.”

“My dear fellow, I formed exactly the
same opinion myself, and I made quite a
careful examination before you arrived.”

Dr. Wallace was a genial man with the
brisk air which most doctors in large
country practices possess. He handed the
stiletto to his companion, who carried it to
the window of the rather dingy room. The
blade was of exquisite workmanship, and
richly chased. It bore a tiny coat of arms
on one side and on the other the letter V
surmounted by a  coronet. Dr. Hailey
pointed out these features to his colleague.

“That clinches the matter, I suppose,”
Dr. Wallace exclaimed. “V can only:
stand for Vorloff in this case,”

“1 think s0.”

‘Tsarov’s car, in the yard?”
The detective shook his head. ' ;
“That certainly is a difficulty,” he con-
fessed.

CHAPTER XVII
THE DEATH BLADE

R. HAILEY attended the
autopsy, much as he disliked
doing so.” He felt that he
owed this service to Bob Barl-
ing and, moreover, his own in-

terest in the case was now thoroughly
aroused. Brilliant as had been the un-
raveling of the mystery by Biles, thére were
flaws in the chain of evidence which keenly
excited his curiosity.

The which was
by a local doctor named Wallace, had
scarcely begun when an astonishing dis-
covery was made. This was nothing less
than the presence in the wound of a long
knife-blade of the rounded stiletto type. The
two medical men gazed at one another in
astonishment.

“So he was stabbed and not shot.”.

Dr. Hailey affixed his eyeglass and bent
over the long, deadly-looking blade.

“ As always,” he said in self- repmachful
tones, “ when one is in a hurry gross mis-
takes are committed. I confess d:at I did
little: more -than glance at the wound last

They their work. Danatoff had
been struck through the heart and must
have perished instantly. Dr. Hailey re-
turned to the Red Lion, where Biles was
awaiting him. He told the detective what
they had discovered. -

“My God! So he cannot have defended
himself at all.”

“ 1 should imagine not.”

“ But there is the car with its smashed
windscreen to prove that he did—and the
bullet marks on the wall, too.”

The doctor did not reply. He knew how
bitter must be his friend’s feelings at this
sudden disruption of his theory of the crime.
He felt for his snuffbox and took a pinch
in his most leisurely fashion.

“ What do you make of it?” Biles asked
in tones of considerable weariness.

“T don’t know. As yet I have been un-
able to arrive at any conclusion.”

“In any case, there is no doubt about the
part played by the girl. She, and she alone,
could have been possessed of that knife.”
He thotght a moment and then added: “I
wonder why it got broken in that fashion.”

“ The blade is very slender, you know.”

“Still, if he died instantaneously, his
body would tend to slip down. People who
are mortally wounded fall, as a rule, on
their faces, don’t they?”

“As a rule, Sometimes, however, they
recoil with enough strength to fling them:
selves backwards. It may have beem so i
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this case. Heart wounds are not necessarily
fatal ‘instantaneously—that is, if they miss
‘the -‘ bundle,” the nerve connecting the
various chambers of the organ. I know a
man now who is walking the streets of Lon-
don -with a German bullet actually im-
bedded in his heart.”

Biles raised his~head ly:

“So he may. have bccn able to shoot after
all?”

T could not deny the possibility. ‘But,
frankly, it is that and nd more.”

They relapsed into silence. Dr. Hailey
took: more snuff, his companion puffed vigor-
ously at the long black cigar he was smok-
ing—a type of cigar which competed with
his pipe in his affections. At last the doctor

Eaiy Have you any of the bullets you found
in the

Biles felt in his pocket and drew out a
Amnll specimen bo:

“ This one was found ” he said, “ just

nlur you -left me. It had been prwsed
into the earth by somebody’s foot.”
- He handed it across to his friend, who
took it and scrutinized it. It had been
faceted and twisted by its impact agmnst
the wall of the house.

“ It seems to have been fired at an angle
to- the wall.”

«Yes M.

“ Consequently, if Danatoff really did
shoot after-he was struck by the assassin he
must have fallen at a spot not very far from
the garage door.”

Biles assented. “ The- direction of the
‘bullet marks-on the wall brought me to that
conclusion, as I think I told you,” he said.

“ Yet there was.no sign of blood there,”
the doctor declared. “T looked carefully,
both last night and this morning. Neverthe-
less, the front of the murdered man’s waist-
coat was deeply stained with blood.”

"% On the other hand, he might have stag-
gered a few paces before he fell. You did
not examine any other part of the yard, did
your” -

“No. I was testing a theory of my own,
and when it failed I left the matter.”

. They returned to the scene of the crime.
One.of the dead man’s shoes had been
fetched from the: mortuary and Biles took
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this and fitted it into the footmarks which
Dr. Hailey had discovered in the wood. The
shoe fitted so exactly as to. leave no doubt
that the print had been made by it. They
followed the track of the footmarks right
up to the edge of the wood, where they dis-
appeared on the red carriage drive.

Suddenly Biles uttered an exclamation.
He pointed to another footmark a few feet
lower down the slope and going in the direc-
tion away from the house. Dr. Hailey, who
held the shoe, bent down and fitted it to the
new mold. Again the result left no doubt
that Danatoff had been the author of that
print.

The two men looked at each other in
amazement. By common consent they
began to follow the fresh tracks which were
clearly visible on the soft earth. The foot-
marks led them down through the trees at
a slightly lower level than that at whichthey
had just ascended. They came to the
London-Oxford Road near the point where
the back way to the house left it.

Obviously Danatoff had climbed the Jow
wall at this point and entered the roadway
They moved along the wall a few steps in
the direction of the back way and came on
the footmarks again just before  they
reached it. The man, apparently, had re-

‘climbed -the wall in order to return to his

car. His path for the last fifty yards lay
over a patch of stony ground, which ac-
counted for the fact that this clew had so "
far been overlooked. Dr. Hailey took a
memorandum book from his ‘pocket and
made a quick sketch wluch he handed to
Biles,

“So, after all,” he remarked, “he must
have nrrived at the house in his car and not
on foot.”

Biles nodded. “So that the difficulty of
the thin glass is removed and also the fact
of the wide distribution of the glass over
the yard: But that only seems to bring us
to a new difficulty. Do you know, my dear
doctor, that this case is beginning to geta
little on my nerves.”

The doctor shrugged his shoulders.
© “So far,” he said in soothing
“ every fresh fact has justified you, is it nnt

s0?”

They mounted again to the house, -the.
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detective leading the way. When they
reached the yard Biles stood still and turned
to his companion:

“ Danatoff must have had his suspicions
aroused,” he declared.  Probably he re-
mained some time on the edge of the wood
spying out the land. He would see very
little if Tsarov’s car had not arrived. That
fact may have reassured him and caused
him to go down again and bring up his own
car.

“1 suppose he had a look at the main
road to satisfy himself that there was no-
body about. If we grant that he had just
descended from his car when Tsarov drove
round the corner of the house the situation
becomes clear, I think.”

“You mean?” The doctor’s voice had a -

new note of eagerness.

“I mean that he may have seen the man
at the wheel and recognized him. These
Russians all know one another. Thus he
may have understood that he was caught in
a trap, and so began shooting there and
then.” The detective swung round and
pointed with his outstretched arm to the
garage door. ‘ But the girl was there, be-
hind him, waiting with her knife.” His
tones rang triumphantly. Here, at last,
was the complete explanation.

He added: “ She must have jumped for-
ward while he was shooting at her ac-
complice and dealt him his death blow be-
fore he had time to recover from the shock
of her sudden appearance.. He would
almost certainly lurch toward his car in his
agony and fear, and so fall some distance
from the place where he was struck.
Probably, too, his pistol was flung through
the window of his car as he fell.”

Dr. Hailey had bent down while Biles
was speaking. He pointed now to a small
stain on the ground at their feet.

“1 think you are right” he declared,
“ for that, unless I am very much mistaken,
is blood.”

When they returned to the hotel a new
piece of evidence awaited them. It was a
sheet of thin paper, folded twice, which the
sergeant of police had discovered in the lin-
ing of one of the sleeves of the dead man’s
coat. Biles glanced at it and then handed
it to his companion.
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“I wonder if this is what cost him his
life?” he asked grimly. -

The paper was inscribed in this way:
43 II 12 29 3I 15 I2
1 17 12 34 49 40 18
34 1 17 12 26 42 19
2 34 35-390 I 17 12 8 1 17 32 28
20 16 19 20 1z 31 14 17 I3 10 37 32
38 10 1 17 12 28 12 23 10 26 §I 37 27
40 20 T2 I I7 I2 20 30 40 36 20 28 14
§ I I7-12 12 2°36 I0 I3 19 20 42 2%

Dr. Hailey glanced at the dpher with
eyes which gleamed. Such puzzles gave
him ‘sheer delight. He raised his eyeglass
and scrutinized it for some moments.

“ There are thirteen figures in each line,”
he said. “ The figure twelve occurs more
irequently than any other. Let us see.” He
counted. “It occurs fifteen times in the
eight lines. On that showing we should be
entitled to call it the letter E—though
somehow I doubt the value of this time-
honored method of analysis in the present
case, Quite frankly, my dear Biles, I have’
never before seen a cipher of this type.”

The detective nodded.

“ They would be sure to take every pos-
sible care,” he stated. *“ After all, once
across the frontiers of Russia it is a mmatter
of life and death. Probably the figures rep-
resent a list of the names of the people
they can or cannot rely on for the guidance
of the messengers they send out with
money. There’s a pretty extensive cam-
paign being conducted to get people ont of
that hapless country—and no wonder.”

The doctor did not reply. He had seated
himself and was going over the cipher. Biles
saw him take out his memorandum book
and make lists of figures and then more
lists. A smile dawned on the detective’s thin
lips. ‘There was a broad streak of the
schoolboy, he reflected, in this distinguished
physician’s character which was liable at
any moment to overcome his otherwise
highly developed faculties.

That was one of the secrets of Dr.
Hailey’s charm. It proved his disinterested-
ness, so to speak. He stood watching him
for a few minutes and then rang the bell and
ordered whiskies and soda. A moment
later the servant-returned to say that he
was wanted on the phane.

17 12 10 36 2
20 27 28 39 4
39 38 40 5 W

HSO\O\H
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- Whenhe umeback Dr. Hailey was still
at work on his new-found puzzle. . Biles
annpunced-in tones of great bitterness:

" “That was the Yard, to say that Bob
Barling has given them the slip. He left his
-house in Curzon Street early this afternoon
and the fellow whom I told off to. watch him
lost sight of him in Piccadilly Circus. It is
‘more thag vexing, because I had relied on
his  evidence to-morrow morning at the
inquest.”

Dr. Hailey raised his head from his task.
His eyes had suddenly become greatly
troubled.

- “ With your consent, my dear Biles,” he
said, “I am going up to London now to
look for him.”

CHAPTER XVIIT

OVER THE PHONE
1S he drove to London in the car
‘he had hired at the Red Lion,
Dr. Hailey attempted to clear
his mind. He could not dis-
pute the fact that the theory
of the crime which Biles had elaborated was
-a very satisfyirig one. It seemed to cover
every scrap of evidence which they had coly
lected.. What was more, it had proved
-itself capable of absorbing each new clew.

That, as he well understood, is the real
test of any theory. In detecnve work as in
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ing that a‘beautiful Russian countess should
commit murder.

A faint smile flickered on his lips as this
thought crossed his mind. For how much
the label on a2 man or woman counted!

- For how little, comparatively, the spirit

which animated! Indeed spmts and tem-
a were to label,

just as a tailor distributes his ready-

mad&," according to numbered sizes. Rus-

slan countesses, sailors, policemen, doctors,

men of lhe 1d—all

their h

to bring conviction to the minds of the

readers of Sunday newspapers.

‘When the car turned into Curzon Street
he was still .pyrsuing this line of thought.
He put it away from him the moment the
vehicle stopped at number fifty. He ascend-
ed the steps of the house and rang the bell.
‘Then he turned round to watch the gradual
approach of a man whom he had already
observed coming down the street. There
was a lamp opposite the house, so that he
was able to see the fellow’s face quite

“clearly.

Dr. Hailey recognized the alert police
officer under a manner of indifference. So
Biles believed that  Bob’s absence from
‘home was only temporary.

The servant who opened the door recog-
nized his visitor and greeted him deferenti-
ally.

science, it is the which

the rule. He took from his pocket Lhe plans
he had made and reéxamined them by the
dim roof-light of the vehicle. Then he put
them away once more and closed his eyes.
He could not discover a single flaw in the
carefully constructed chain.

And yet, what he called the ¢ psychologi-
cal argument ” against this solution re-
.mained... Everything was right except the
actors in the grim drama, who seemed to
have been cast in the wrong parts.

It was a slender enough objection to a
case which he realized would convince any
jury that might be summoned to adjudicate
on it British juries are not open to
psychological pleadings. Like British de-
tectives, they have few prejudices and a
‘strong sense of evidence. Moreover, it
would assuredly not strike them as surpris-

“q ” he said in response to the
doctor’s question, “ Mr. Barling is not at
home. Nor do we know when he is likely
to return.”

“In that case I will come in, if I may,”
Dr. Hailey said.

He entered the hall and the servant closed
the door.

“The fact is that I've been helping your
master about a matter which is causing him
grave anxiety,” he told the man. “I am
most uneasy about him, for reasons which T
cannot discuss. It is very important indeed
that I should find him at once. You must
help me in that. You do not know, I sup-
pose, why he went away this afternoon or
where he went to?”

The man’s face became grave. He shook
his head.

“T have no idea, sir. He told me merely
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that he would not be back to dinner and
that he would not require anything when
he came in.”

“Did he receive any letter or telegram
before he left?”

“ No, sir; I think not. I took his morn-
ing letters up to him myself. There were
about the usual number, but there has been
nothing at all since.” '

“ What about the telephone?”

“T can’t say for certain, because there
is a switch into the hbrary When Mr.
Barling goes into that room he very often
makes the connection himself.”

As he spoke the telephone bell rang. The
man strode away to answer the call. Dr.
Hailey followed him. He entered the
library just as the receiver was being lifted.
The man listened a moment and then said:

“Very good, sir. Excuse me, sir, but
Dr. Hailey has just called to see you. He
says his business is urgent and will you
please speak to him.”

He held out the instrument to the doctor,
who took it eagerly.

‘“ Barling? Hailey speaking. My dear
fellow, I am so glad to hear you. I was
afraid. What is that?”

The voice at the other end had become
faint suddenly, as though the speaker had
withdrawn himself from the instrument. It
broke off altogether. The doctor’s eyes
darkened impatiently. Then a woman’s
voice was distinctly audible, saying: “ No,
absolutely no.”

“Hullo. VYes, Hailey speaking. I did
not catch what you said.”

Bob’s voice came clear and emphatic.

“ Look here, old man, I'm awfully sorry,
but I can’t talk to you just now. Don’t
worry about me. I'm as right as rain.”

Then followed the unmistakable click of
the receiver being hung up.

“ Are you cut off, sir?” the servant asked,
noticing the look of astonishment on the
doctor’s face.

“ No.” He put the instrument down on
the table and tumed to the man. “ Why
did your master ring up?”

“To say he would probably stay away
the night.”

Dr. Hailey lifted the telephone again and
asked the operator from what exchange the
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last call had come. He was told Hamp-
stead. His eyes grew blank. He stood
looking down on the rich carpet as though
he expected to find a solution of the dif-
ficulty in its intricate pattern. Then he cast
a quick glance over the desk on which the
telephone stood. He walked round the desk
and seated himself in the armchair which
was drawn up to it.

As he did so he uttered an exclamation,
He reached forward and lifted a small
memorandum block from the table.

Its surface was quite clean, but several
pages had been torn off and on the page now
left uppermost there were faint impressions,
clearly those of the last note made. He saw
the letter “B” and then, a little space
beyond, “ swick,” thus * B—swick.” He
carried the block to the window and
examined it with close attention. “Then he
brought it back to the desk and focused his
eyeglass on it at vartous distances from the
eye. The figure 1 preceded the B. He
wrote down the first words that occured to
him—Bellswick, Billswick, Bruns—,

He exclaimed eagerly. He could see now
that the word was almost certainly Bruns-
wick. He glanced at the following word and
concluded that. it was intended to sigmify
Rd.. though only a very faint impression
had been left on the paper.

CHAPTER XIX
THE MASKED REVELERS
HE turned to the servant:

i  “You have a Post Office
il Directory?”

“T think we'have a small
= directory, sir.”
‘“ Bring it, will you?”

The man left the room. He returned in
a few minutes with a volume which the .
doctor realized could help him but little. He
glanced through its'pages and then handed
it back.

“I'm afraid it will not serve my pur-
pose,” he said. “I must have a complete
list of the streets.”

He got up and prepared'to go away. The
servant accompanied him to the door and
called a cab. He drove straight to Harley
Street and went at once to his study, where
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;the latest ‘edition of all the chief directories
awaited him.- Thege were, it séemed, two
streets bearing the name of Brunswick in
“the Hampstead area—Brunswick Road, on
the top of the hill, beside the Heath, and
Brunswick Avenue, near Swiss Cottage. It
‘was probable that both of them contained
many telephones, because that area is in-
habited largély by well-to-do city men.

He “picked up his own telephone and
-asked to be put through to the controller’s
office in Queen Victoria Street. Then he
asked for Mr. Oldish.

“This is Hailey speaking. Ha.xl:y—-
Eustace Hailey. How are you, my dear

eter?”

Petet Oldish had been his friend since
-they were at Uppingham together. That
boyish alliance had ripened and mellowed
with the passing of the years. It bad de-
veloped, in the case of -Oldish, into a pro-
found admiration for the doctor’s gifts,
swhich made him ready and eager to give any
‘help jn his power.
~ Within a few minutes he had switched
his friend on. to a subordinate official, who
told him crisply that sixty-five telephones
were installed in the two Brunswick
thoroughfares in Hampstead. Of these,
thirty—one were at numbers not beginning

the figure 1. There thus remained
'thxrty four subscribers whose addresses
ranged from number one to number nine-
teen and from number one hundred to num-
ber one hundred and ninety-nine.

“It is Brunswick ' Road rather than
‘Brunswick Avenue which interests me. How
many have you there?”

* “Ounly six. Brunswick Road consists of
big houses, standing on their own grounds.
‘The numbers only go up to twelve.”
*_ At his request, Dr. Hailey was furnished
with the numbers of these telephones and
with the names of their subscribers. He
turned up the names in the telephone book,
but obtained no further enlightenment.
“Then he glanced at his watch. It was nine
o'clock. He rank the bell for his butler,

Jenkins.

“1 shall not have dinner,” he told him.
w« Ym.l might leave some cold supper for
me.”

5 Yes, sin”
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It was obvious that Jenkins did not ap-
prove of this arrangement.

 Meantime, call me a cab. I am going
up to Hampstead—to Brunswick Road.”

. When the vehicle started he threw himself
back uneasily on the cushions. He felt pro-
foundly anxious about Bob, the more so
now that the suspicion was hardening in his
mind that'the woman’s voice he had heard
on the telephone at Curzon Street was
Olva’s.

Could anything be more lxkcly than that
she would appear to her lover.in her emer-
gency and ask him to shelter her from the
police? Nor was it possible to doubt’that
he would assist her by every means in his
power.

This thought made the pace of the taxi-
cab, as it crawled its way up Fitzjohn’s
Avenue, seem interminably slow. The boy
would never stop to think of the conse-
quences of his' chivalry; nor would even
the fact that the police already had evidence
more than sufficient to send his fiancée to
the scaffold influence him. The Barlings,’
for all their foible of luxuriousness, were a
tough breed. Thus, even if he succeeded'in
finding Bob his enterprise would probably
be in vain.

He wondered for a moment whether its
success might not complicate instead of help
matters, and Wwhether, therefore, he had not
better abandon it. But that idea, which
had vexed him since he left Curzon Street,
was, after all, a cowardly one. To yield to
it would be to abandon his friend and admit
at the same time that Olva was guilty.

And, in spite of all the evidence, he was
not ready to make such admission. His
duty surely lay in giving such assistarice
toward clearing up this terrible affair as
might rest in. his power.

Brunswick Road proved to be one of
those quaint, old-world thoroughfares
which make Hampstead the most attractive
of all the outlying areas of London.. The
houses stood behind the brick walls, over
which ivy strayed deliciously, its polished
leaves reflecting the gleam of the widely
separnted street lamps.

An’ air of remoteness dwelt among its
trees. He had instructed the driver to go
slowly along the whole length of the road in
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the first instance, but he realized now that
this method would afford him no informa-
tion. So he stopped the cab and got out,
telling the man to wait for him.

At that moment the sound of a girl’s
laughter came to him from one of the near-
by doorways. A man’s voice answered her.
He felt a thrill .of excitement tingle along
his nerves. The voice was unmistakably
Bob's. He sprang forward in time fo see.a
big car emerge slowly from a carriage drive
and swing out into the road. As it passed
him he had a clear view of its occupants
through the open side window.

They ‘were a man and a girl, both wear-
ing fancy dress and both masked.

The car sped swiftly away toward Lon-
don. It had disappeared from view before
he was able to reach his cab. He sprang
into that wehicle, shouting to the driver to
follow as quickly as he possibly could.

CHAPTER XX
AT THE CARNIVAL

F===—oJNHAPPILY, as the Scotland
il Yard man who had been .told
to keep an eye on Bob had
discovered earlier in the day,
—————== following :a motor car is not
easy in the streets of London. There are
so many chances to be encountered, amy
one -of which may defeat the most skillful
driver. Though his taxicab took great risks
all the way to Baker Street, Dr. Hailey saw
no more of the big limousine,

He gave up the chase there and told the
‘man o take him home.

When he reached Harley street it was
past ten o’clock. He paid off the cab and
entered his house with a feeling of great
despondency. He had fafled just when
success seemed to be within his grasp—for
he had not the slightest doubt that the man
he had seen was Bob.

He went to his dining room and sat down
to the cold meal which had been provided
for him. Was it possible that they were
escaping from London in these garish
costumes? Or were they 'going to some
dance? He could not believe the latter ex-
planation, because the risk of detection for
the girl would be terrible, supposing that,
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by some mischance, her mask slipped from
her face.
All the evening papers .had now got wind

-of the sensation, :and her picture had been

reproduced in each -ane of them.

But if they left London, where could they
go? Bob, so far as he knew, did not
possess 2 conntry house, and he certainly
could not take:a girl wanted by the potice
to his brother’s place. Nor was it Iikely
that they wonld be so foolish as 1o make for
any of the ports, knowing, as they wmmst
know, that every police officer and -em-
barkation official there wonild be on the look-
out for them,

He rose from the table and went tmdk to
his library. He picked up :the Fvening
News and tead the accaunt of the “ Moar-
field’s Lodge Mystery  throngh with great
care. The report was accurate, so far & it
went, though rafher cexaggemtedampm'tmce
was attached to the presence.nf the damaged
Hillman coupé and to the Countess Glva’s
use of an alias at the Hammersmith garage.

No -attempt, however, was made to offer
any solufion. e turned the pages of the
paper to Jook at the illustrations of the
scene of the crime, pramised at the end of
the article. As he did so he started. On
the same page as these pictures was an
article headed:

TO-NIGHT'S GREAT CARNIVAL

Mirth and Mystery t ‘the Afbert Hall

NO ADMITTANCE 1E'X.C\EPJ; BY MASK

He glanced down the column and then lsid
the paper aside. He rose to his fect. Was
it possible that, after all, they had flung
their anxieties to the winds and gone danc-
ing? The temptation held out by the
‘masks would be great, .and they were young
and in love and desperate! Mareover, that
was the last place any ane would be likely
to look for a womman over whose head a
charge of murder was hanging.

He locked up the number of the Albert
Heall and inquired whether or not he could
still obtain a box for the evening. ¥e was
referred to an address i the neighbarhood
where the office for the ball was sitnated.
A woman’s voice informed him that two
boxes on the grand tier could be had.
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7 “Very well, I will take one of them.”

-He went to his bedroom and changed
into a costume which he had had made for
him the previous winter and in which he
had scored a considerable success. It rep-
resented Sir John Falstaff. He pulled on a
heavy overcoat and put his mask in his
pocket. Then he strode through to the
garage at the back of the house and got into
the very smart coupé which he habitually
drove himself.

He parked the vehicle with the others in
front of Albert Hall Mansions and entered
the great building. In the cloakroom he
put on his mask. -Then he strolled round
the circular corridor until he discovered his
name on the door of his box. He entered
and shut the door behind him.

The scene was magnificent, more magnifi-
cent, he thought, than any which he had
previously witnessed in the same building.
The vast floor was crowded with dancers on
whom the red and yellow and blue rays of
light were focused from the great lanterns
in the roof. The colors mingled and were

dissociated again with i ic effect.

Then they swept upward over the battle-
ments which constituted the scheme of dec-
oration. The effect was of some medieval
revelry taking place in the shadow of a
great stronghold, and the masked faces in-
tensified that impression. The watcher felt
himself transported to a magic past, full of
strange and alluring adventure.

Dr. Hailey, in spite of his keen powers
of deduction and analysis, was very sus-
ceptible to “ atmosphere ” of this kind. He
experienced a subtle joy, which astonished
him anew and made him wonder why he so
seldom indulged himself.

He told himself that a man who habitu-
ally starves any social instinct loses some-
thing of the completeness of his character.
He sat back in his chair with half closed
eyes, giving himself up to the rhythm of
the music and watching the play of colors
on the masked faces and exquisite costumes.

As usual, one saw more lovely women on
this floor in' five minutes than in as many
hours anywhere else. - Albert Hall dances
awe as cosmopolitan as Epsom Downs on
Derby Day, sad scarcely less interesting.
All manner of men and all manner of
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women meet on that splendid floor. Al
nations, too, and all ranks, - -

He saw a lovely, golden-haired girl, whose
success in a recent premidre was still echo-
ing in the newspapers. She was masked
like the others, but she wore ithe bizarre
costume of her part, so that the world might
recognize her. The velvet strip over her
eyes seemed only to enhance the subtle
quality of her beauty. . "

Then his' eyes strayed-to another girl
with hair like beaten copper, whose dancing
attracted attention even in that careless
throng. He smiled, believing that he rec-
ognized the lady and then again doubted
his recognition. Even the smallest mask,
he told himself, was certainly a most
efficient means of disguise.

The music stopped and the floor became
less crowded. It resembled now a scene in
an Eastern bazaar. Troupes, of people stood
about talking, or strolled from side to side
to greet their friends in the boxes.. A few
had removed their masks, preparatory to
going to supper. Dr. Hailey glanced at his
watch and found that it was nearly mid-
night.

He left his box and walked along the
corridor till he came to one of the passages
leading to the floor. He moved slowly
round the huge amphitheater toward the
orchestra. - As he reached it a card was dis-/
played with the name of the next dance, and
almost simultaneously the conductor raised
his baton. He drew back among some palms
which flanked the platform.

The moving tide of dancers began to flow
again under the moving lights. Then voics
grew quieter until, mingled with the music,
they recalled the murmuring of a summer

Radm.nt eyes gleamed from behind the
masks and red lips smiled. Far above,
seated at what seemed to be the windows
of the great circumambient fortress, men
and women crowded the fronts of the boxes
to gaze on the enchanting spectacle.

“1T have promised, have I not?”

Dr. Hailey felt himself stiffen: The voice
had come to him unmistakably, with its
clipped; well-bred accents. He turned his
head sharply. It was Bob Barling, dressed
as a Pierrot. The girl with whom he was
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dancing wore a peasant costume which
might have belonged to Spain or Italy. She
was tall, graceful, and, he judged, beautiful,
though her mask obscured the greater part
of her face.

He caught his breath in an exclamation
of amazement. The sheer boldness of this
-performance thrilled him. He waited until
they returned following Bob’s tall figure
meanwhile with riveted gaze. As they
drew near he had a clear view of them and
tried to impress the details of their costumes
on his mind. He felt no doubt now that
the girl was QOlva.

Her golden hair gleamed splendidly under
the lamps. Her dancing, too, possessed
that mysterious quality of ebandon which
no Englishwoman ever displays. They
passed so near to him that he must have
heard even a whisper, but they were not
speaking at all.

At the far end of the Hall they left the
crowd of dancers and disappeared from
view. Dr. Hailey lingered, wondering
whether or not he should follow them. But
just then, glancing up at the tiers of boxes,
he saw them appear and seat themselves in
one of these, where supper had already been
laid out.

CHAPTER XXI
WERE THEY GUILTY?

=AHE box was immediately above
il bis own, so that he must lose
sight of them entirely if he
| went there. He considered a
== moment and then mounted the
stair to the second gallery and made his way
into the large box reserved for representa-
tives of the press. In that throng, he knew,
he would pass entirely unnoticed. He sat
down in the front of the box and turned his
gaze to the man and woman whose audacity
still held his imagination enthralled.

They had not removed their masks, but
they were eating their supper with, so far
as could be seen at that distance, complete
equanimity. He observed the girl raise her
glass and touch Bob’s glass before she
drank. Then the young man leaned
toward her with a champagne bottle in his
band and gave her more wine.

FLYNN’S

He turned from them and let his eyes
wander over the gay throng below. But he
was no longer watching these people. His
mind was busy instead with the problem
which this daring adventure had created.
What was his duty in relation to these
lovers, one of whom he had been delighted
to call his friend? There was no warrant
out, of course, against Bob Barling, but
Olva was definitely *“ wanted "' as a person
accused of murder. Even to give her shelter
was a crime of the most serious character.

Then he tried to'think what mnst happen
if he took no action in the matter. Where
would they go when the ball was over? The
house at Hampstead might give them
shelter for a time, but, sooner or later, the
police would be eertain to discover it.

When that happened Bob would be
charged as an “accessory after the fact,”
and possibly convicted of myrder. It would
be asserted that he had known from the out-
set of the crime and had condoned it, and
his action in following the murdered man
from the High Court Hotel to South Street
would be made use of to prove his com-
plicity.

He got up and left the bax. To whom,
he wondered, did the house in Hampstead
belong, and how had they gained entrance
to it? He was compelled to admit that the
fact of its being available when required
was an ugly one. It certainly suggested
very strongly that preparations had been
made in advance of the crime.

That assuredly would be Biles’s reading
of the case, and Biles’s readings usually
convinced the juries to whom they were
submitted. The thought crossed his mind
that this murder must have deeper roots
than any mere matter of politics. If Bob
were indeed a party to it—and he had by
no means brought himself fo accept so
terrible a conclusion—then the victim must
have possessed some sinister power over
Olva and must, in his last days, have been
exercising that power with ruthless violence.

He came to his box and sat down. He
found his snuffbox in a remote pocket of his
costume and took a large pinch. That
theory, and that theory alone, would a-
count for what seemed to have happened
The Barlings, as he knew, were a wild
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hreed when it came to matters of chivalry.
They would go to great lengths to defend
the honor or safety of their womenfolk.
Nevertheless, -they were not the kind of
peaple to leave the actual work of vengeance
to a2 woman’s hand. Why had not Bob
gone to Moorfields with Olva in the first
instance?

Snddenly he started. Was it certain
that he had not gone? By his own con-
fession he had followed Danateff to South
Street and then fallowed him back again to
his hotel. After that, he had stated, he weat
bome, but what proof was there of the ac-
curacy of his statement? Biles clearly had
not believed it; nor had it bemcortobomted
in any way. It would not be
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covered by Biles? Was it possible that
Bob himself had visited the murdered man’s
room at the High Court Hotel?

Dr. Hailey leaned forward in the new
anxiety which was gripping him. He had to
admit that such a visit was quite possible.
It might have been made in company with
the man Tsarov, who was clearly connected
in the same way with the business.

Bob could then go downstairs and de-
mand an interview with Danatoff, knowing
that Tsarov would answer the telephone.
He did not, for the moment, see what object
they could have in behaving in that fashion,
but that, after all, was a detail. No doubt
Olva had been conveyed at unce. to the
house at H

because the servants must have all gone to
bed before their master returned.

He took anether-pinch of snuff and then
r]medlusey& The band was playing a
curious throbbing dance, very popular at
the moment. The words, which he had
heard somewhere, beat on his brain, “ What
shall I do—if yon—get flu—. What shall I
do?”

Then words and music faded as the
thought grew clear in his mind that Bob had
had plenty of time to go down to Wycombe
in pursuit of Danatoff and return again to
Curzon Street before 6 A.M., the time when
Olva Vorloff’s mother rang him up on the
telephone. The journey need not occupy
more than an hour and a half, because the
roads would be quite empty. That would
leave a margin of about an hour for the
doings at the lodge.

‘The doctor sighed deeply. In that case
Bob himself had almost certainly struck the
fatal blow. Probably he had gone down in
his own car and driven right up to the
house at which, as he knew, Olva and
Danatoff would have already arrived. If
Danatofi’s purpose with the girl was a
shameful one he would instantly realize his
danger when he saw Bob and quite prob-
ably open fire on him.

With a start of astonishment Dr. Hailey
realized that this was equivalent to saying
that Bob and the man Browning, in whose
name the car with the shattered windscreen
‘was registered, were the same person. But,
in that case, what of the finger-prints dis-
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dropped there on the remm iourney from
‘Wycombe.

As he reached this point in his theory the
doctor felt a sense of horror such as even he
had not formerly experienced. When he
‘had convinced himself that Bob was the last
man to have any dealings of any sort with
murder he had left out of account the one
possibility which might, which must,
qualify that conviction.

No Barling would regard killing as mur-
der when that killing saved a beloved
woman’s honor from the defilement of a

drel in the act of it. Nor
would any member of that family dream
of confessing such a crime—and so perhaps
obtmmng mercy for himself—if the confes-
sion entailed a scandal in which his fiancée
must be involved.

That stark truth had begun to fill his
mind when, suddenly, he caught sight of the
couple whase fate so greatly oppressed him
gliding past his box in each other’s arms.
The girl was still entirely self-possessed,
but he thought that -Bob was unusually
flushed about the neck, and that he danced
with 2 less easy grace. Probably the cham-
pagne which he had drunk had gone to his
head, for the nervous strain of the last
twenty-four hours must have been terrific.
The human brain possesses only & limited
resistance to any stress, whether of life or of
liquor.

They came back down the hall, but now
the colored lights were in play again, so
that it was difficult to form any judgment.
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Showers of tiny balloons, released from re-
ceptacles in the room, floated down on the
dancers, who were, in addition, enveloped
in streamers of colored papers thrown from
the boxes. The light caressed these gay
toys producing a strange, wild effect which
seemed to intoxicate the spirits of the
dancers. .

The pace of the music quickened, until a
delirious note was mingled with its rhythm.
Men and women gave themselves to the im-
pulse of the moment. There were cries of
excitement and the laughter of women, and,
now and then, small explosions of the
balloons which had fallen among the
dancers’ feet.

And then suddenly the band stopped and
the great white lamps shone again on the
scene.

Dr. Hailey searched the gay mob to find
the lovers, but could not. He hurried from
his box to the floor and looked up at the box
which they had occupied, only to discover
it empty.

He strode back to the gallery and made
his way to the entrance hall, where the main
cloakrooms were situated. He was just in
time to seesBob present his ticket for his
hat and coat.

CHAPTER XXII
THE LIGHTED WINDOW

IR. HAILEY got his coat and
went out to his car. He
boarded the vehicle and sat
| watching the entrance of

the -hall until Bob appeared
with his companion. The young man came
to the edge of the curb and waved his hand
for a taxi. Then he turned to the girl and
seemed to lurch against her.

A policeman who was standing near took
his arm and steadied him. Then the cab
drove up and the couple entered it. The
doctor moved slowly from his position.

It was obvious that Bob had drunk too
much ct but, in the ci
that was Scarcely to be wondered at. Only
now, when he was far removed from the
events’ of the last days, would the full
?esning of these events become apparent to

nm.
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And such a revelation, as the doctor well
knew, must be almost unbearable to a mind
so delicately poised and fastidious as his.
Olva, accustomed to the horrors of the
Bolshevist reign of terror, would scarcely
react to circumstances which, in her lover’s
case, must prove overwhelming. %

The taxi he was following ran straight to
Hyde Park Corner and then turned up Park
Lane. It dived, thereafter, into Mayfair,
came to Oxford Street at Orchard Street,
and continued its way by Baker Street and
Regent’s Park. Obviously the destination
was Brunswick Road, Hampstead. Dr.
Hailey slackened- speed so as to arouse no
possible suspicion in these empty thorough-
fares.

He ascended Fitzjohn’s Avenue slowly
and mounted on a low gear to the crest of
the Heath.  He took his car down the semi-
circular road which communicates with the
Vale of Health and left it drawn up at the
curb just where Brunswick Road takes off,
He walked slowly along in the direction of
the house from which earlier in the evening
the couple he was following had,emerged.

When he came to the house he saw the
tail lamp of the cab gleaming like a ruby
through the bushes. A moment later the
vehicle lurched down the short drive and
emerged on the road. He strolled on,
wondering at the foothardiness which had
betrayed the secret of this refuge to a driver
with whom, possibly, the police might ulti-
mately get in touch. Why had they not re-
turned as they went, in the private car?

The explanation, perhaps, lay in the fact
that Bob was no longer master of himself.
It was quite likely that he had forgotten his
car when he summoned the cab. Olva
would be too glad to get him safely away to
offer any objection, even if the danger of the
step occurred to her.

He walked back toward the house, the
number of which was ten. There was no-
body in sight and silence dwelt everywhere.
When he came to the gate he glanced
round to assure himself that he was not
observed and then slipped inside and moved
to the shelter of the shrubbery which sur-
rounded the house. The night was rather
cold, and he felt a trifle shivery in his thin
costume. Nevertheless, he was determineds
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not to relinquish the enterprise until he
gained every sérap of information which
muight be available:

‘The house was a large Georgian building,

#standing i fairly extensive grounds. By the
dim lightt of a elouded moon he saw that it
was separated from its neighbors on each
side. by strips of lawn, flanked by bushes.
‘Wooden: railings indicated the boundaries.
He crept up toward the front and took care-
ful stock of the windows. '
- ‘They were all dark; nor was ‘there any
light showing anywhere. The house, indeed,
gave the impression of being untenanted,
because the shutters of the windows on the
ground floor had been closed. Keeping as
near as possible to the shrubbery he moved
round the left side of the building and came
to the back. That also was dark and
deserted-looking.

- He approached one of the windows and
tried to peer in, but was unable to see any-
thing. The room he thought must be
the kitchen, but, if so, it did not appear to
have been in use very recently, for the glass
of the windows was covered with dust.

He stood a moment, with his ear to the
sill, trying to detect any sound which might
indicate that the place was, in fact, in-
habited. He heard nothing. The uneasy
‘thought came to him that, possibly, his en-
trance to the grounds had been observed.

That would explain the absence of any
sign of life—for he could not for a moment
doubt that Bob and his companion had
entered the house. But, in the young man’s
present state, a careful watch was, to say
the least of it, unlikely. He began to
wonder whether or not-he had better go
away and leave them. After all, it was not
his business to act the spy on his friends.

That mood lasted, however, only for an
instant. Whatever the doubts which might
have crossed his mind, he had no proof of
any sort that Bob Barling was seriously in-
wolved. Indeed, the young man’s behavior
on the previous day had been such as to
discount the theory of his complicity. He
had spoken and acted with the frankness of
complete innocence. Dr. Hailey recalled
that fact with a sense of deep satisfaction.

He even blamed himself for having given
his suspicions too free a range. It was fatal
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in detective work, as he knew, to leave the
personal element out of one’s calculations,
and yet that was precisely the fault of which
he had been guilty. He recalled with a
sense of bitterness that he had accused Biles
of the very same error only a few hours
before.

His duty was clear—to pursue the inquiry
on which he had embarked to its conclusion
with a perfectly open mind. Unless his
knowledge of his fellows was greatly at fault
the discovery of the truth must aid, and
not injure, those whom he had learned to
trust and respect. .

He had just reached this conclusion when
he started slightly. There had come to him
faintly, as though through closed doors, the

_echoes of a woman’s laughter.

‘The sound seemed to proceed from that
side of the house which, so far, he had not
inspected. © He walked toward it, stepping
carefully on the damp grass. He came to
the corner of the building and then sud-
denly bent down.

Right in front of him and but a few paces
distant, the gleam from a lighted window
shone out against the darkness of night. Tt
fell garishly across the lawn to the shrub-
bery, which it illuminated brightly. |

He crept out, in the shadow, to-a distance
which he judged to be safe and then moved
forward again to a point from.which he
could hope to obtain a view of the room and
its occupants.

An exclamation of amazement broke from
his lips as he achieved his purpose.

Seated at a table facing him was Bob
Barling, his mask removed, his face flushed
and bloated with wine, his eyes apparently
half closed. The girl was beside him, bend-
ing over him with her arms around his neck.
She seemed to be in the act of kissing his
brow.

Suddenly she straightened herself and
turned to the window, laughing gayly. Dr.
Hailey strangled a second cry of amazé-
ment on his lips.

Her mask was gone. This was not Olva
Vorloff at all, but 2 woman he had never
seen before, a woman whose beautiful face
was marred by the ineffaceable signs of a
life of reckless pleasure.

A sense of lively disgust swept his mind.
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So this was the explanation, this wretched,
wvulgar spectacle!

Dr. Hailey was a man of the world, but
there are various meanings attaching to
that much-abused term. The idea that he
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sofa to which, with considerable skill, she
had managed to guide him. .
Dr. Haifey could endure no more. He
turned on his heel and strode down the
lawn toward the gate. A sense of utter
and disill d his

could have been so grossly in Bob
overwhelmed him. He put it away from
him. But there was the evidence before his
eyes, evidence which he could not, if he
would, refuse to accept.

‘The young man whom he had pictured as
risking everything for the woman he loved,
whom he had even seen as a.criminal in
love’s defence, was no more than a common
debauché, a fellow so devoid of decent feel-
ing ,that he could forget the plight of his
fiancée in an hour and give himself with
reckless abandon to vicious conduct of the
crudest description. Biles had been right
after all; his cold mind had perceived a side
of Bob’s character which the eyes of his
friends never recognized.

The doctor prepared to make his escape
from the garden. Not here certainly would
he discover the evidence which he sought,
and the idea of continuing to witness this
revolting scene was hateful to him. He took
a step forward on to the lawn, his earlier
caution abandoned. As he did so Bob
staggered to his feet and stood leering across
the room at the girl, who had retired to a
corner and was now regarding him with a
‘mocking, pleasure-haunted smile.

“Sit down, boy!” she cried in tones which
carried through the panes of the window.

She pouted as she spoke in a manner so
provocative that Dr. Hailey watched in
spite of himself. The young man took a
step toward her and then lurched against
the table. Suddenly he gathered himself
together and almost sprang to her side. He
seized her by the shoulders as an angry
schoolmaster might have seized a trouble-
some small boy. His red face was thrust
toward her face.

“For God’s sake,” he shouted hoarsely,
“ don’t play with mel”

But the effort seemed to exhaust his reso-
lution. The weak, bibulous look which
the doctor had noﬁced in the first instance
returned to his eyes. He lurched and then,
to steady himself, flung his arms round the
girl’s neck. They sank together on to a

spirit. Never again, he felt, could he put
his trust in any one whom he had not proved
to the very hilt. “Never

He stood still suddenly, riveted to the
ground.

A woman’s crying, piteous, heurt-

- broken, thrilled in the silence.

CHAPTER XXIII
VOICES IN THE NIGHT

HE sound continued in varying
cadences. It was the most
grief-stricken  which, Dr.
Hailey thought, he had ever’
heard, as though hope had

been cast down from her place in a suong

spirit.

And then suddenly the silence fell agam,
and there came a new sound as of heavy.
shutters being closed. At the same moment
the beam of light issuing from the room
behind him was cut off.

He remained standing still, gazing at the
dark outline of the house, his mind a prey
to all manner of new anxieties. What had
occurred in that room since he left his point
of obseryation? What fresh, terrible event
had happened to wring from those mocking
lips so bitter a recantation of their folly?
What was happening there even now, while
he stood irresolute?

His mind cleared suddenly as the face of
the sea is cleared of mist. He strode back
to the side of the house and posted himself
before the darkened window. Not a gleam
of light escaped from the closed shutters.
He came on tiptoe to the sill and bent down
to listen. There was no sound in the room.
He waited, but the silence remained un-
broken. An owl hooted in the distance. Far
away, like a wind moving among great trees,
the voice of London whispered her im-
memorial message.

He turned from the window and glauud
about him. It might be possible to. gain an
entrance to the house elsewhere and so come’
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to the room from within. But even if he
succeeded in that enterprise, what assur-
ance had he that his intrusion would be of
service?

Both Bob and his companion had been

and it was possible that this mood

of folly had merely given place to a lachry-
mose state. Such swift transitions were
common enough. Yet the cry which he had
’heard had not suggested that explanation.

He moved back a few paces toward the
boundary fence in order to gain a clearer
view of the upper windows. They did not
seem to be shuttered, as the lower windows
were, but their height from the ground and
the fact that the walls were bare of any
creeper made that a matter of no conse-
quence. Without a ladder it would be im-
possible to reach them. He pamd his hand
across his brow in an anxious gesture.
There seemed -to be nothing for it but to
abaridon a hopeless enterprise.
- He had just reached this decision when
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he could not hear her. Nor did he dare
to risk showing himself on the lawn.

“T think it is good,” the man answered
her. He seemed to hesitate 2 moment and
then repeated that statement. Then he left
the window as quickly as he had approached
it and came back across the lawn. The
doctor waited until he had reéntered the
shrubbery before attempting to follow him.

The man went straight on to the low fence
which separated the house from its next
door neighbor. He climbed over the fence
and dived into the shrubbery on the op-
posite side of it. Dr. Hailey was just in
time to see him hurry across the open space
beyond to the door of the hoyse. He
entered, shutting the door behind him.

Hailey waited a moment and then fol-
lowed across the lawn. The door was.a
heavy ane and he realized at once that it
would be a matter of extreme difficulty to
force it. He left it and crept along to the
window on the left hand side. It was un-

h d. He climbed up on to the sill and

the sound of a twig close behind
him came to his ears. The sound was clear
and unmistakable. He bent down and
strained his eyes to the shadows

inspected the catch.
As he anticipated, it was of an old-
joned pattern. If only he had brought

of the bushes. A moment later he saw a
dark figure emerge a few paces away from
him and begin to cross the lawn. It showed
up distinctly in the weak moonlight.

He moved forward, keeping well within
the shelter of the shrubbery. The figure
came to the shuttered window and then he
heard a gentle tapping on the glass pane.
It was followed by the sound of the open-
ing of the shutters, but, because the room
'was now in darkness, he was unable to see
who bad opened them. A voice with 8
strong foreign accent exclaimed in tones of
great relief,

“So it is you. I thank God! When he
jumped to close the shutters I feared very
much.”

Dr. Hailey heard a laugh, which was
clearly that of the girl, Bob’s companion.

“ Oh,” she cried, “ that was his last kick.
He went to sleep after it and I turned out
the lights. Listen!”

Her tones were cheerful and conﬁdmt and
betrayed none of the fear which had
sounded in the cry of 2 few minutes ago.
She spoke again, but in accents so low that

his pocket-knife with him! But he had
left that, with his other personal belongings,
when he changed into his fancy costume.
He stood irresolute, trying to think of some
means of replacing it.

‘Then his hand encountered the top of the
dagger which was part of his costume. He
drew the thin blade and inserted it carefully
between the sashes. He pressed on it. The
catch was released with a sharp click. .

He put his thumbs on the top of the lower
sash and raised it gently a few inches. Then
he descended again and pushed it up from
below. He climbed carefully into the room.
The window was curtained, but even after
he had drawn the curtains well back he was
unable to see anything. Adopting a well-
tried thief’s trick, he went down on his
hands and knees and crept round the room
until he had located the door. When he
turned the handle it opéned readily.

The hall, however, was as dark as the
room had been. He stood listening on the
threshold. Not a sound, not even the tick-
ing of a clock disturbed the heavy silence.
He moved cautiously along the wall in a



582

direction away from the front door, testing
each step with the toe of his shoe before he
took it. That precaution saved him from
disaster at the foot of the stairs, which he
quickly reached. Without delay he seated
himself and removed both his shoes. Then
he began to ascend the broad flight.

Near the top of it a faint murmur of
voices reached his ears and made him pause.
‘The sound was coming from somewhere on
the left, but whether from a room near at
hand or far away he was unable to decide.
Nor could he detect a single word. He

finished his ascent and advanced along the
passage t¢ which the staircase had brought
him,

The voices grew clearer now. They were
coming from a room at the back of -the
house, the door of which he found easily.
It was shut. He put his ear to one of the
panels and listened.

‘The conversation was being carried on in
a foreign language—in Russian, he t.hought
A man and a woman were taking part in n
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light from a second door which he saw was
standing half open penetrated its darkness.
The voices came to him now with absolute
distinctness, the man’s voluble and eager,
the woman’s colorless, like the voice of a
sick person in a delirium. He stole into the
room, half closing the door behind him.
Then he tiptoed forward to a point from
which he might hope to gain a view of what
was passing in the next apartment.

The sight which met his eyes was stranger
than anything which his- imagination had
dared to picture.

.
CHAPTER XXIV
A DROP OF BLOOD

=1 YING on a sofa, with her splen-
did golden hair half obscured
by a bandage which encircled
| her brow, was Olva Vorloff.
Her eyes were closed. Her
hands, white and frail-looking as lilies, were
folded on her breast. A look, strange, cold,
d her features, But

The man’s voice was strong and
ing, but the replies which the woman made
sounded faint and indistinct.

Should he enter the room at once and
confront them? But to do that would
merely be to give them warning of his
presence. They were probably armed and
would soon overpower him.

Suddenly the talk ended and he heard
footsteps crossing the floor. He withdrew
hurriedly from his position and went on
tiptoe: farther along the passage till he came
to a second door on the same side. He stood
straight up against it, trusting to the recess
it afforded to hide him.

The alarm, however, was a false one. A
moment later the conversation was resumed
in the same tones. With great surprise he
observed that it was mnot less distinctly
audible than it had been before.

That could only mean that the two rooms

communicated with each other and that the’

means of communication was open. He
grasped the door-handle beside him and,

it was not this which held Dr. Hailey’s
attention spellbound. At the foot of the
sofa, gazing down on the girl, nnt\a]l the
while as he gazed pouring out in'a dull
monotone a torrent of words, was the most
extraordinary-looking being whom he had
ever seen.

* It was the man’s eyes which fascinated
him. They were small, but they glared so
terribly that they seemed to possess his
whole face; and they had a quality of pas-
sion which was like kindled flame. -

The doctor approached as near to the
open door as he dared. As he did so the
man stooped down and lifted one of Olva’s
hands. She opened her eyes and at the same
moment an expression of grief and despair
came into her face.

It seemed that, at that moment, the
man’s eyes lost something of their wildness.
They appeared to fall before Olva’s eyes;
and when he raised them again they were
gentler but even so, they had not lost dmr

intensi

using infinite care, d to turn it.
The locked moved without noise of any
kind. He pushed the door ajar and peered
into the room beyond.

It was unlighted, but a strong beam of

ty.

““Oh, no, no; I don’t believe it. It xsnt'
true!” the gn'] cried in bitter accemsi
“You shall not make me believe that.it=ist
true.”
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He answered her in Russian. He came to
her side and raised her up to a sxmng
posture. Then he sat down beside her and
took her hand in his hands. He raised it to
his lips and kissed it reverently.

She did not resist him. Indeed she lifted
her eyes to his face as though his words had
consoled her. She spoke to him, too, in
Russian, evidently replying to a question
which he had asked. Dr. Hailey saw the
terrible eyes gleam anew. Then another
question was asked and answered.

Suddenly a frown gathered on Olva’s
brow. Her apnssmn changed and she
raised her hand in a gesture of repudiation.
The light flamed in her hair, lending a
weird, unearthly quality to her beauty.

'I'hcmanmseandstoodwithhx’sbmkta
the doctor. He seemed to have thrust out
his hands toward the girl. Then he stood
hesitating 2 moment.

And, gradually, her opposition to him
passed and her face recovered its look of
serenity. She closed her eyes.

He laid her gently back on the couch and
then stood some distance from her, gazing at
her fixedly. It was obvious that he was dis-
‘concerted. He spoke again, in very low
tones. He seemed to be repeating the same
words over and over, like an incantation. At
Jast he called her by name.

“Qlva!l Olval”

She opened her eyes. They were calm
now, and full of confidence in him. She held
out her hand to him and he came and knelt
beside her. He spoke and she answered
him quite freely, without a.trace of the re-
sentment she had shown a few moments
‘before. .

And, after that, silence fell in the room.

- Her eyes closed again and she seemed to
have fallen asleep. The man rose and stood
beside her for a few seconds. ~ Then he
turned and went to the door leading to the
passage. At the same moment a telephone

bell in some neighboring room began to ring -

with the brazen insistence of its kind.

The sound aroused the girl. She started
up and glanced wildly about her. Then she
seemed to recollect herself. Her face be-
came suddenly deadly pale. Dr. Hailey
saw tears start to her eyes. She rose from
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the couch and stood a moment looking
vacantly toward him. Then she walked
with quick steps to the window of the room
and threw it open.

He started forward, seized by a sudden
dread that, she was going to throw herself
out. But a moment later he saw’that this
'was not her object. She had come to watch.
She raised her hands to her eyes, peering
into the darkness like a lookout man on a
ship. Then, as suddenly as'she had opened
the window, she closed it again. She turned
and seemed to totter back into the room.
Her cheeks were bloodless and her eyes
stared. She groped at the empty air with
her hands.

A moan, heartbroken and very pitiful,
escaped her lips. Next moment she had
fallen full length on the rich carpet

The doctor sprang to her assistance. He
knelt beside her and put his fingers on her
pulse. It flickered faintly beneath them.
He chafed ber hands and then her cheeks
and her brow where the bandage left it ex-
posed. Suddenly he bent down and put his
ear to her chest. A look of consternation
appeared on his face.

He seized her arms and began to swing
them vigorously in the manner of those who
work to restore persons from the effects of
drowning. Then he listened again and then
again resumed his labor. The horror in his
eyes grew deeper. He bent over the pallid
face. Surely he must be mistaken! There
must be some fault surely in his observatian.
If only he had carried his hypodermic
syringel -

Suddenly a cry escaped him. On her
right forearm, from which the sleeve had
been drawn back by his efforts, there had
appeared a tiny spot of blood. Beside it
was a puncture mark, which showed up
clearly on the white skin.

Dismay darkened his eyes, He snatched
again at her pulse with trembling fingers.

1t had ceased to beat.

He staggered to his feet and sprang to
the door of the room, shouting in his rage
and horror.

And next moment a great darkness was
spread before his eyes and he felt himself
being hurled to destruction.

TO BE CONTINUED



He lay there at full length looking in all directions

CARMICHAEL UP A TREE

By John Laurence

WITH A DOZEN CLEWS POINTING ONE WAY, DR. CAR-

MICHAEL LOOKS FOR THE

O the little group who were
gathered round the pool
there came the distant
sounds of a powerful car
slowing down and stop-

. ing. Two minutes later a

lean, sandy-haired, quick-eyed man came

striding through the heavy undergrowth
from the direction of Norton Hall.

“ Hello, Carmichael, you got my wire, I
see,” called out one of the group by the
pool, a giant-framed man standing beside an
inspector of police.

“Yes, and came straight down,” replied
the criminologist. “ Pity you know the
times when I am free so well, Bradfield,”
he said with a twinkle in his eyes.

Superintendent John Bradfield smiled.

“ You've said yourself quickness is every-
thing,” he answered. “ This is Dr. Car-
michael, Miss Lawson; and this is Inspector

s8¢

ONE POINTING ANOTHER

Marshall of the local police. He's in
charge, of course.”

The professor looked keenly at the girl.
Her face was full of piteous appeal as she
acknowledged the introduction of the su-
perintendent. Her voice trembled as she
spoke. *Oh, Dr. Carmichael, Dicky didn’t
do it—he didn’t do it,” she half sobbed.

The professor gently put his hand on her
shoulder. &

“Didn’t -do what?” he "asked softly.
“You must remember, Miss Lawson, that
I know nothing practically at present. The
superintendent here just wired me to come
to Norton Hall as fast as’ possible—and
here T am.” . T

Beside the giant-framed  superintendent
the girl looked almost fragile and her $lim
figure seemed to accentuate her fragility.
But Carmichael sdw that her clear blue eyes
looked steadily inf
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.of her lips, the steadiness with which she
held herself. To his professional eye, how-
ever, the dark skin under her eyelids and
_the unnatural pallor of her lips told their
own story of suppressed anxiety.

“You are in trouble?” he asked quietly.

“ Dreadful trouble, doctor,” she answered
quickly. Her breath caught in a little sob.
“T have told Superintendent Bradfield.”

“YTH hear the outlines from him first
then,” said Carmichael gently. “ And you
can fill up any blanks.”

“ Miss Lawson is a distant relation of
mine,” began the detective. “She lives
‘here. Norton is only a small village a few
miles this side of Horsham. She is engaged
to be married to Dicky Helston, the tennis
player. You have heard of him?”

The professor nodded. He followed sport
keenly, as he went to most forms of amuse-
ment from a music hall to the opera. “ Tell
me the chief sport and amusements of a
man and I'll tell you his character,” he had
often declared. And as often he had proved
himself right.

“ Dicky Helston’s brother Robert owns
~Norton Hall, and about a thousand acres of
ground,” continued Bradfield. ¢ Yesterday
morning Robert Helston was found lying in
this pool.” Mary Lawson gave a slight
shudder as he spoke. “ By the gamekeeper
Mitchell and his chauffeur, Penfold. He
had been shot through the head. Two hours
later Inspector Marshall arrested Dicky
Helston and charged him with the murder
of his brother.”

“Oh, Dr. Carmichael, he didn’t do it,”
broke in the girl, clasping her hands appeal-
ingly. “ Dicky wouldn’t hurt anybody.”

‘The professor patted her on the shoulder.

“Let me hear all the facts first, Miss
Lawson,” he said kindly. “I am sure you
do not think for one moment he did it. If
Inspector Marshall has made a “mistake, and
even with the best intentions mistakes can-
not always be avoided, we will soon put it
right. What were the grounds for the ar-
vest?” he added, turning to the inspector.

“1 wish you could prove I was wrong,
sir,” said the inspector quickly. “I was
fairly forced into making the arrest. The
revolver found by the side of the dead man
belonged to Mr. Richard, and one cartridge
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was fired. The doctor found yesterday
afternoon that the bullet in Mr. Robert’s
head fitted this revolver.. We picked up
Mr. Richard’s cap a few yards away.

“1t was reported to. me by Penfold, the
chauffeur, that the previous evening he had
overheard the two brothers having a violent
quarrel. He ‘said that he heard Mr. Rich-
ard tell his brother he deserved to be shot.
Both were seen going toward the direction
of the pool between nine and ten.”

“ Who saw-them?” asked the professor.,

“Both Mitchell and Penfold, sir,” an-
swered the inspector.

“ Young Helston inherits, of course?”

Inspector Marshall nodded.

“ That is the motive that has been sug-
gested,” interrupted Bradfield slowly. “He
was, they say, in debt and being pressed—"

“Dr. Cannid:ael, it's not true, it’s not
true!” broke in the girl. “ Dicky didn’t do
it. Things are terribly against him. Of
course he owes money, but it is nothing very
dreadful. His tennis costs him a lot. It's
not as though he gambled or anything like
that. Oh, it’s dreadful any one should
think that he would kill his own brother
to pay off a few debts. You surely don’t
believe that, Dr. Carmichael?”

1 believe nothing until T have heard all
the facts, Miss Lawson,” replied the crim-
inologist quietly. “So far I kLave only
hedrd a few facts from Inspector Marshall’s
point of view. Probably your fiancé will be
able to put a very different complexion on
the affair. You want to help him,, of
course. The best way is to keep as calm
as possible, and tell me all you know,
whether it seems in his favor or not.

“ The more I know the better chance I
shall have of getting at the truth. Be sure
if Mr. Helston is innocent we shall have no
difficulty in proving it. Now, when did you
last see him, before his brother was found?”

“The afternoon previous. We played
tennis together and I left about six o’clock.
My mother and I were alone and I prom-
ised to be back early.”

Her voice was under better control now.

“ Mr. Helston was in good spirits? He
wasn’t worried about anything?”

She hesitated a moment before replying.

‘“ He was worried about something,” she
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answered slowly. * He was very angry with
+his brather over something, but he wouldn’t
tell me whet it was. They had had oné
'or two rows about it before, I believe. You
see I am trying to tell you the truth, Dr.
C:n'mmhaa\," she finished pathetically.
# Though it is not in Dicky’s favor.”
“The truth can’t hurt an innocent man,
Miss Lawson,” said Carmichael with an en-
conraging smile. “ I hope your faith will be
justified. ‘Such faith as yours deserves to be.
I the inspector will stay with me while you,
Bradfield, take Miss Lawson up to the
house, I should be glad,” he added turning
to the famous Scotland Yard detective.
“ Where was -the body found, exactly,” he
asked as the others moved out -of earshot.
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in debt, the quarrel, the accused man’s re<
volver and cap, the evidence fhat he was
seen going in the direction of the murder.
Tt’s too much like a scene out of a two-
‘penny-half-penny novel,

“ A man like Helston, an athlete, a first-
«class tennis player accustomed to keeping
his head in an emergency when a thousand
pairs of eyes are watching him, is hardly
likely to lose his head so completely as to
leave such damning evidence behind as his
revolver and cap!”

“Still murder’s not tennis,” said the in«
spector with unconscious humor.

“Well, we’ll see,” said Carmichael pull-
‘ing out his watch. “We have got -another
thour of daylight. I should like to make a

““Here, sir,” said the i He had
‘heard 'so much of the great expert that he
willingly subordinated himself to watch his
methods. And he was sincere in his wish
that the men he had arrested should prove
o be innocent. But even the could not but
admit the facts were too damning.

The place to which he pointed was on the
edge of the pool almost opposite to where
the pathway led out.

i1 8
ARMICHAEL slowly surveyed

* feet away from the edge of
the pool stood a huge oak tree, its branches
almost reaching the swampy ground. A
number of boughs had evidently been te-
cently broken off and there was a confused
mass of footprints.

“The gamekeeper, Mitchell, and .the
chauffeur, Penfold, found him, and broke
the boughs off to make a litter,” explained
the inspector.

Carmichael nodded at the explanation.

“What do you think of it, inspector?”

he asked.

“Black, very black, sir,” answered the
inspector. “ Though Dicky Helston’s the
last man T should have suspected. He’s one
of the best.”

“Tt’s too black,” objected the criminol

‘here. Tt lodks as
though it’s going to be a wet night. I
should be glad if you would fetch along the
gamekeeper and the chauffeur. It’s always
best to get first hand information. Where
-are the cap and revolver? lmxywantm
see them later.”

“ At the station,” replied the inspector,
as he moved away.

Carmichael watched him under his shaggy
sandy -eyebrows until he had disappeared;-
and then, shifting his foot slightly, bent
-down swiftly and prized a round red object
out of the mud. He Tooked at it for a
moment before placing it in his pocket.
+Reaching up he caught hold of the big
bough but a few feet off the ground and
swung himself up into it.

He lay there at full length Tooking in all
directions, his face almost touching the
bark. Something seemed to puzzle him and
then with.a little smile he picked out of a_
small hollow a few black strands and
slipped them into an envelope.

“Thought I smelled something funny,”
he murmured to himself. '

By the time the inspector had returned
he was standing beside the pool as though
he had never moved. .

He listened carefully as the two men told
their story of the previous 1g’s dis-
covery. The chauffeur, Penfold, by his ac-
cent, was dluﬂy a London ‘man.

gist. “ There are too many of the stock in-
gredients to my liking. There’s the brother

“ From dsey, sir,” ‘he said in
answer to the professor’s question. “And
don’t 1 ’arf wish I was back again some:
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times. Gets the fair pip with nothin’ to do
but ’ang about.”
The grunted his d
“You’re a countryman, I see,” “smiled
ichael.

“ Lived in Norton all my life, sir,” replied
Mitchell. “I was underkeeper here for fif-
teen year, and been headkeeper for five

ear.”

“And your son will follow on, I sup-
pose?” asked Carmichael, pulling out his
cigarette case.

“ There be no son, sir,” replied the game-
keeper feelingly. “There be only my
daughter Elsie, an’ a fine gel she be.”

“ Have a cigarette?”

‘The professor held out his case, and the
chauffeur eagerly took one. The inspector
and the gamekeeper shook their heads.

“Don’t hold with them things,” said the
latter. “ Give me a pipe an’ some shag,
summat with a bite in it.”

“ How did people get on with Mr. Robert
round hére?” continued the professor shut-
ting his case with a snap.

“’E was orlright, sir,” replied the chauf-
feur. “Bit fond of the lydies, but free-
’anded with ’s money.”

“Bit too fond of women, I reckon,”
added the gamekeeper. “ Went out of his
class too much.”

“ Well, that’s all, thank you,” said Car-
michael. “I’ll go up to the house with you,
inspector.”

““So Robert Helston was fond of the la-
dies?” he continued, when the other two
were out of earshot.

“Well, young men must have their
fling,” smiled the inspector. “I don’t say
he wasn’t worse than most of them. Of
course Mitchell’s a bit down on him because
his daughter’s the beauty round here and
he was rather afraid for her.”

“ And his brother?”

“Dicky Helston’s got no eyes for any-
body except Mary Lawson,” replied the in-
spector. “They’ve been sweethearts since
they were children together.”

“ What story did he tell?”

“He admitted at once that he had had
several rows with his brother and also that
he had said he deserved to be shot, but he
Tefuses to say what the rows were about.
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He admits that he went down to the pool
between nine and ten and ran into his
brother there and they had a bit of a scuffle.
But he won’t admit he was carrying his re-
volver or wearing a cap. Sticks to it he
hasn’t seen the revolver for months and said
he went out bareheaded.”

The other nodded abstractedly. It was
rapidly getting dark and Carmichael could
faintly - make out the big old-fashioned
building of Norton Hall.

“That’s an old place if you like,” said
the inspector. “It’s said to be built of
ship’s timbers from some of old Harry’s.
Some of them are over a couple of feet
thick. The Helstons have had it for gen-
erations. D’ll just pay my respects to the
superintendent and then I must get back.”

“ Well, Marshall had a lesson in detec-
tive work?” smiled Bradfield as the two

came in.

“T don’t think Dr. Carmichael has dis-
covered much,” answered the inspector con-
fidently. “I went over the ground pretty
thoroughly.”

“I have discovered enough to make me
want to stop the night, if I may,” said the
professor quietly, turning to Mary Lawson.

“The devil you have,” exclaimed the in-
spector. I didn’t notice—"

“You weren’t there all the time, inspec-
tor,” smiled the criminologist.

“So that’s why you sent me to fetch
Mitchell and- Penfold,” said the mspector
ruefully.

“Have you really found something?”
asked Mary Lawson eagerly. .

“T can’t really say,” answered the pro-
fessor. “All I can say is that I am not
quite so sure of Dicky Helston’s guilt as—
well, as Inspector Marshall is, for instance,”
he finished with a twinkle in his eye.

Mary Lawson opened her mouth to speak
and then stopped as she saw the professor
shake his head slightly. She rightly divined
that he was not buoying her up with any
false hopes, that he had made some dis-
covery which might mean all the world to
her. And her eyes were shining with a new
light as the inspector turned a few minutes
later and bade them all good night.

“1 shall be down at the station early to-
morrow to look at that revolver and cap,”
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said the professor genially as the inspector
went through the door. “ And mum’s the

word till I see you.”

“You are running Norton Hall?” he
asked turning to Mary Lawson.

“There’s no one else for the moment,”
she answered. “Dicky and his brother
were orphans, you know. ~Penfold has gone
to fetch my mother.”

Mrs. Lawson proved to be one of those
dear old gray-haired ladies who seem to
take one back to. the days of crinoline. Her
blue eyes were still as bright as they must
have been forty years before and with her
coming the atmosphere seemed to lighten
immediately.

“T have read much about you, Dr. Car-
michael,” she said, ingenuously, over the
dinner table. “ And I have read that you
are very clever.”

“ Madam, all that’s printed is not neces-
sarily true,” he laughed.

“You will be clever enough to save
Dicky,” she answered soberly. * He’s hot-
headed, but he rings true. I knew him when
he was a day old, and I should have been
proud to have him as my son. He was
wvery different from his poor brother.”

The other nodded.

“1 am hoping that you will have him for
a son-in-law soon, Mrs. Lawson, though I
must’t raise false hopes.”

“ We'll have coffee in the smoking room,
Elsie,” said her daughter turning to the
trim-looking, rosy-cheeked maid who had
been waiting at the table.

“ The gamekeeper’s daughter is an El-
sie,” remarked Carmichael, as the girl closed
the door behind her.

“Yes, this is Elsie Mitchell,” replied
Mary Lawson. “ She’s supposed to be one
of the belles of the village. Half the men
would marry her if they had the chance,
but she has turned them all down.”

The professor eyed the servant keenly as
she brought in the coffee, but he made no
further comment. For the rest of the eve-
ning, indeed, he exerted himself to avoid all
reference to the murder of Robert Helston.
He had traveled widely and had a happy
knack of description which made them all
forget for the time being the tragedy which
had come so suddenly upon them.
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“You have made me feel hopeful,” whis«
pered Mary Lawson, as she bade him good

night.

“That’s right,” he smiled. “Don’t
climb your hills till you get to them Ac-
cusing a man of a crime doesn’t make him a
criminal.” .

“ And now, John,” he added, when they
were alone. “X want to see Helston’s body
before I go to bed. I shnll deep & little
easier perhaps afterw:

‘The super asked 10 ¢
He had worked too often with Carmichael
not to know that it was useless to ask any
questions until the other was prepared to
place all his cards on the table.

“He’s in his own bedroom,” -he said
shortly, “ in his coffin. The inquest is to be
held here to-morrow morning at - eleven.
Come along, Il show you where.”

m

JE led the way up the black-
beamed staircase, and into a
{ low-ceilinged room at the top
of the stairs. The coffin was
resting on a long low tablé,
and the professor quietly lifted the lid. In
his lifetime Robert Helston must have been
a handsome enough man, though the heavy
underlip bore out the chauffeur’s judgment
that he had been a little too fond of the
ladies.

Save for the hole in one temple, from
which the blood had been carefully washed
away and the skin as far as possible re-
placed, there was nothing to show how he
thad come by his death. The bullet wound,
indeed, was hardly noticeable, but the pro-
fessor bent over the dead man’s face eagerly
and examined the wound closely.”

“ Getting nearer, John,” he cried with a
little note of triumph in his veice. “I¥
recommend you to study that wound a lit-
tle. It is very interesting. F'm off to bed.
I want to be up early in the morning.” .

Carmichael was certainly up earlier than
the superintendent, for the latter heard, as
he was dressing, the criminologist whistling
to himself outside the house.

“You were out bright and early,
Michael,” he smiled as the doctor sat down
to breakfast. :




CARMICHAEL UP A TREE

“T have been down to the police station
this morning,” answered Carmichael cheer-
fully. “And I shall be back in London
this afternoon with the slightest luck.”

Mary Lawson’s hand shook as she passed
over the other’s tea. He nodded in reply to
the-question in her eyes.

“1t’s all right, Miss Lawson. Dicky will
‘be released this afternoon. Please don’t
ask any questions, yet.”

The tears came to her eyes but Car-
michael affected not to notice them as he
spread the marmalade on his toast. &

“It has been a most interesting case,
John,” he said. “And a lesson to our
friend Marshall that the obvious is not al-
ways the truth.”

A few minutes later he leaned over and
whispered a few words to Mary Lawson.
‘The superintendent saw her eyes open and
she nodded an agreement to the request of
the criminologist.

“1 shall not be more than five minutes,”
he said as he rose and went out. &

Within that time he had returned.

“ Come along, John,” he said. “I have
arranged to meet the inspector at the lodge
at half past nine. It’s nearly that now.”

The two found the inspector chatting to
the gamekeeper Mitchell.

“ He lives in the lodge,” exclaimed Car-
michael as they approached. “Well, in-
spector, are you ready?”

“ Yes, sir,” answered the inspector.

The professor rapped out a question.

“Why did you shoot Robert Helston,
Mitchell?”

‘With a hoarse cry of rage the gamekeep-
er, taken off his guard, sprang with raised
fist in the direction of Carmichael, but the
burly arms of the inspector closed on him
before the blow could fall.

“Damn you, I should have had them
both but for your cursed interference,” he.
shouted. “ He was after my gel. It’s in
the Helston blood. They’re all the same.”

Then with an effort he subsided into si-

ence.
“ Come along, John,” said the professor
as t.he inspector and his prisoner moved

awa;
“ W'hal made you suspect?” asked the as-
tonished superintendent.
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“1 felt pretty sure that Dicky Helston
wasn’t guilty almost from the beginning;”
remarked the professor. “ The case was too
black, too obvious against him. My first
step in the right direction was when I was
standing by the pool. Half buried in the
ground I found this.”

He held out the round red object he had

picked uj

“An a.mﬁclal cherry,” exclaimed the de-
tective.

“Exactly. Used chiefly for trimming
ladies’ hats,” continued the other. “Of
course it might mean nothing or it might be
very vital; but it was worth considering. As
T was standing there, waiting for Marshall to
bring along the gamekeeper and the chauf-
feur, it struck/me what a fine hiding place
that oak was to watch any one by the pool.

"“The lowest branch is extremely low
down, and any one lying his full length
upon it and keeping still would be practi-
cally hidden from any one below. While I
was lying there ruminating on that fact I
detected a faint smell of tobacco, and found
th&e.”

He pulled an envelope out of his pocket
and shook a few black strands into the palm
of his hand.

“ Shag,” said Bradfield.

“ Exactly. More to get Marshall out of
the way so that I could make an examina-
tion undisturbed than for any other reason
I had sent him to fetch the chauffeur and
the gamekeeper, who had discovered the
body. They both gave me some very valu-
able information. By a little artifice I dis-
covered that Mitchell smoked shag, and
from both that Robert Helston had been
too fond of women. 5

“The inspector supplemented that in-
formation by telling me that Mitchell was
afraid for his own daughter because of her
good looks. I am afraid he had justifica-
tion for that fear. This cherry came off
the girl’s hat. I asked Miss Lawson to keep
her occupied for five minutes after break-
fast while T looked over her room.

“She has a hat trimmed with cherries,
and undoubtedly she used to meet Robert
Helston down by the pool. Undoubtedly,
too, her father found out that meeting place
and lay in wait for them.
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“But he overstepped himself in more
than one way. He had become insane with
‘hatred  against all the Helston family and
determined at one blow to wipe out both
brothers. He’s practically insane on the
subject, through brooding. His wife ran off
with some man years ago and I expect that
was really the cause of his unbalanced
mind.

“ That was why he used Dicky Helston’s
revolver, why he planted that cap there.
You remember last night I suggested to
you that that revolver wound was worth
studying? The bullet bad traveled down-
ward, showing whoever had killed Robert
Helston must either have been a very tall
man, or was in some position above him.
‘The revolver, as a matter of fact, was fired
from the bough of the oak tree.

“T had a chat early with Dicky Helston
this morning and he told me what he had
refused to tell the inq)ector,( when I told
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_him all T knew. . His rows had been with

his brother in an effort to stop the intrigue
with Elsie Mitchell and in the heat of tem-
per he used that phrase ‘ You deserve to be
shot” The very cap which Mitchell had
taken down to use as a clew against the
brother will provide a clew which will help
to hang himself.”

“ How?” asked the superintendent.

“ Dicky, like a good many other yo
men, is fond of greasing his hair,” chuc];led
the criminologist. “ The inside of that cap
was all greasy as well, and sticking to it
I found some fragments of shag, fragments
from the gamekeeper’s pocket.®

“ Michael,” said the superintendent sol-
emnly. “ The next time Dicky Helston’s
playing in a first class match we'll go and
watch him.” ,

“ I’m willing,” said the professor cheerily.
“TLet’s go up to the house and put Miss
Lawson’s mind at rest.” '

THE FATAL HAIR

AHE microscope has long been
considered an indispensable in-
strument in the detection of
crime. It can distinguish the
difference between the blood-
stains of man and animals. It can also de-
termine to the minutest detail the diameter
of a hair—for it is known that the dimen-

sions of hair vary greatly among individ- '

uals.

Some forty years ago in San Francisco,
a lady bad been stabbed to death by a
Sunday school superintendent, whose name
‘was Durant. The murder remained a com-
plete mystery until some hairs were found
on the victim’s clothing and examined.

They were found to be horse hairs, and
when placed under the microscope and the
diameter measured, were discovered to cor-
respond exactly with the hairs of Durant’s
horse.

To test the fallibility of this theory, the
hairs of other horses were examined under
the microscope and different results were
found.”

At the trial the stable boy testified that
his master, Durant, had taken his horse out
on the day the murder had heen committed.
The evidence of these points alone was so
strong that Durant finally broke down and
confessed his guilt before the-conclusion of
the. trial.



‘The policeman fairly had to drag the dog away from the door

CROOKS ARE CROOKS

By Harold Van

Dyke Smith

FATHER AND SON WERE ON THE FORCE, EACH TEST-
ING THE METHODS OF THEIR DAY—AND BOTH WON

CK  PERTAN had ruled
the police force of South
Shore with an iron hand
for twenty-five years. The
grizzled old veteran had
worked up from patrolman
to chief, and was a relentless law enforcer.
Proudly he clung to the tactics of the old
school. He knew by sight practically every
crook in his territory, and many in sur-
rounding cities—knew their parents before
them—knew their foibles and weaknesses.
His testimony had sent many a criminal
“up the river.”

South Shore had been a model for all
California. But the chief was growing old
and criminals were changing. Science was
aiding the underworld and its denizens were
staging a comeback. The rich little city
was juicy picking.
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In his heart, Nick Pertan began to doubt
his ability to cope with the modern crim-
inal. Inspector Lape, of the homicide
squad, had his eyes on the chief’s chair, but
then he, too, still followed the tenets of the
old system. On all hands science was
forcing out the old strong-arm methods.
Crime experts and .crime detecting ma-.
chines flourished. City after city had suc-
cumbed to the new order—and worst of all,
the chief’s son, Vic, was a devotee of it
heart and soul.

Vic had scorned pounding a beat, then
following his father’s footsteps up the lad-
der to supreme command. Instead, he had
worked his way through college, then taken
up scientific criminology in Chief Voll-
mer’s Police School at the University. So
Vic was not a policeman—he was a spe-
cialist. And Nick Pertan hated specialists!

O
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There were too many of them in all walks
of life. .

Coincident with a “ Perfect Criminal’s”
setting aristocratic South Shore by the ears,
sudden fame had come to young Pertan in
Los Angeles. As a microanalyst he had
solved a baffling movie murder.

And now came the supreme test between
the old and the new, for the mayor of South
Shere had called in Vic to help run to earth
the murderer rampant in the city. Nomi-
nally, young Pertan was under the jurisdic-
tion of his father. He had insisted upon
being so, for in no way did he desire to
humiliate the old chief who had so long
kept crime at a minimum in South Shore.
But just the same, it was the old against
the new—father against son. The entire
force watched and waited, and bet on their
favarite.

“ Blackmail and murder!
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running amuck among the rich boys. In
the old days he never gave the homicide
squad a chase for their money, as this new
terror has, did he? Give the devil his due!
He’s in love with ¢ Frisco’ Nina, and has
reformed.” ’

The chief’s face softened.

“You're in love yourself; Vic, and every
lover loves a lover; though it’s a hell of 2
lover Monty is. I'm going to keep at him
till I get him.”

“That’s. where you’re wrong, dad.
Criminals are really sick people and if
they’re given a real chance, they’ll grow
better—reform.”

& They re sick people all right—their dxs-
ease is contagious. Doctors quarantine
such people, and if I had my way I'd lock
up all crooks and keep them from contam-
inating others. Monty’s getting more sick
all the ti

and murder!” boomed Chief Pertan’s voice
angrily. “ God, Vic, if the Perfect Criminal
would only leave a finger-print or some kind
of clew!”

/“ He will dad—chief. No_one can beat
the law forever!”

“Humph! we can’t wait forever. The
city’s panic-stricken! Three leading mil-
lionaires murdered in six weeks and the
Afiend still at large—and damn it! I know
it’s ¢ Slink ” Monty!”

“ But you’ve put him through two terri-
ble sweats. The last time you kept him
awake for three days and nights and had
him steadily plied with accusations, but, as
usual, he came through claiming his inno-
cence!” )

“Listen, son, you've got theories and
science, but let me tell you that crooks are
crooks and seldom reform! Monty’s old
man before him was an expert criminal—
one of the first to use soup to blow a safe.
Never left a clew till dope got him.

“Each generation grows weaker and
wiser and Monty’s ten times the slicker
old “ Lone Wolf * was. Take that taxi mur-
der. No direct evidence against him, and
he only got a light sentence for house-
breaking. But spectacular crimes stopped
while he was doing time, and commenced
soon after he got out!”

“ But that doesn’t prove he’s the fellow

“Why no one but a son of old ‘Im
Wolf’ could have devised those carrier-
pigeons for transporting the blood-money.
‘We've tried to trace them whenever the vic-
tims had. gumption enough to notify us,
but the damned birds always got away with
the money tied to their legs. We’ve combed
every bird place we know of and learned
nothing, haven’t we?”

“But the next place may be the right
one!”

“Never! Here the mayor’s imported
you because you’re an expert with all these

gl for

cnmmals, a.nd in your month’s service this
self-styled Perfect Criminal has been more
daring than ever. Why damn it all, Vic,
my reputation and my job’s at stake, and
me almost entitled to a pension. All my
life, lad, I’ve dreamed you would be on the
force and ready to step in my uniform
when I retired; but you've cast that honor
aside and become a free lance crime
analyst. }

““ I’m not sore, Vic, because you took this
job and are trying to show me up as a has-
been. If I'm to go that wey, I'd sooner
ITose to you than any one. But suppose
we both fail? Then Lape, who’s. heen
bucking us at every turn, will be put in
command.”

“We won’t fail, da—chlei,” answered’

1 FW
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Vic softly. “And I'm not here to expose
you as incampetent. I’'m here to help you.
The mayor knows that. We'll capture this
Perfect Criminall You can make it easier
if youwll let up on some of the strong-
amr methods you used two decades ago.

‘You're counting too much on the third de-

gree, the stool pigeon, and—"

“But hell, Vic, there’s more criminals
being canght that way than by these scien-
tific machines yow've studied up. Take

that lie-detector you received to-day; it’s.

a farce. ©Oh, the papers splash with some
new invention that accidently unmasks a
criminal, but for every one caught that way

there are hundreds caught by the old-

method. After all, we can only do our
best, lad, and at that, I bet I win!”

“F want you to win,” murmured the son

sincerely, “ but you can't if you don’t meet:
€roo] on its own level. We’ve argued
and argued this point, and I see I've got to
show you to convince you. You think
Monty’s the Perfect Criminal; I do—" He
stopped abruptly and glanced at the outer
door. “ Thought I heard a noise there sev~
eral -times, dad,” he whispered. “ Some
one’s. listeming!

Silenuy Vic hurried to the door. Tt flung.
open in his face and Inspector Lape rushed
excitedly. in.

“T've lost Monty!” he cried as he sa-
luted. “ Got away in the after-the-matinee-
<rowd: and—"

“Hell!” snorted Pertan. “That’s the
second time he’s eluded you!” He smiled

at his son. “ That’s evidence!
Slink always disappears about time a
crime’s committed. I’'m going to arrest—"

The desk phone jangled discordantly. A
few excited words in the transmitter and
the chief’s face purpled. He swung toward
this companions.

“He's got Judge Caban!” he choked,
¢ Patrolman Murray’s on the phone. Lape,
get Doc Ake and your homicide squad and
speed out to the judge’s home on Palm
Boulevard.. You go, too, Vic. I'm sending
out orders to comb the city for Monty and
Frisco Nina. They’ll come clean this time
or stay in jail till they rot!”

A scant half hour later, the police car
shot through the opening in the tall. English

8FW
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box-hedge isolating the judge’s mansion
from the adjoining estates, and with sliding
wheels, halted under the side porée-cochere..

Patrolman Murray, greatly agitated, hur-
ried to meet the officials.

“Not a clew!” he-cried. “ The judge’s
in the library, and I've got it locked, and
the Iuw’m my pocket. Nothing’s been dis-

turbed.”
“ Lead on!” barked Inspector Lape.

With bling hands Murray
the library door and pointed silently within.
The low, mournful howl of a dog became
suddenly louder. In the center of the book-
lined room, a blooded greyhound stood rig-
idly beside the crumpled figure of a man.

$If the dog could only talk,” cried the
patrolman. It must have witnessed the
erime.”

- Several minutes: elapsed before- the ani-
mal could be soothed enough to permit Dr.
Alte to make a perfunctory examination.

“Of course he’s quite dead,” he an-
nounced. “ Shot through the heart. The
nature of the wound proves at close range—
though there’s no powder marks. A si-
lencer must have been attached to the
death gun—a pistol evidently. Look for
the bullet.”

Lape faced the patrelman, “ thres the
judge’s servants? Had some; didn’t he?”

Murray glanced about. His jaw sagged.
“Why—why—I ordered the butler and'
Gook to present themselves, They—"

“Find them! Bring them here!”

Soon Murray triumphantly ushered in a
sullen old man, and a sobbing woman.

Lape’s eyes. brightened as he saw the
man.

“‘Diving-Bell’ Louie!” He cried.
“Thought you had flown the: country.
‘What are you doing here?”

“I—Pm Judge Caban’s hutler,
and—"

“T found him out in the kitchen burning.
this: paper!” broke in Murray. “And the:
copk was washing this pistol!”

The inspector eagerly snatched the arti-
cles. His eyes glittered as he Scanned the'
charred paper. The carefully typewritten
sheet was identical with others that had:
been: found at the scenes of recent. crimes.
In printed capitals it was signe& “ THE

sir,
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PERFECT CRIMIN.
d that four
bills be tied to the legs of the five separate
«carrier pigeons that would be provided.
They were to be released by 10 AM. of
that very day, or the judge’s life would be
forfeited.
“I suppose Judge Caban mystenously
received a cage with five pigeons in it?”
cried Lape.

,” and as usual,
d dollar

I

-YES, sir,” faltered the butler.
“I—I found it on the back
portico yesterday, and took
it to the master. He just
laughed and said some one

had sent him some dog feed, so he killed

the birds and fed them to Boris. -You see
the master had been in the Spanish-Ameri-
can war—he was a brave man.”

“He was a fool! If he'd notified the
police, we could have protected him.” The
inspector examined the pistol, and removed
the cartridge clip. It was full. He turned
on the sobbing cook.
you took the automatic and reloaded it,
“then washed it to obliterate finger-prints,
and kill the powder smell!”

The woman’s eyes rolled heavenward.

“I—I—the pistol is just as I found it
beside the body, sir. The master thust
bave taken it from his hip pocket where he
carried it. But he didn’t get a chance to
fire it.”

“ Mighty sure, aren’t you? Why didn’t
you give the alarm?”

The cook wrung her hands and tried to
speak, but couldn’t.

The ashen butler broke in huskily:
“ Lulu and me—we—we were in the kitchen
preparing the master’s supper, sir. The
servants’ quarters are far back, and the
walls are thick. Boris, the greyhound, sud-
denly startled us by howling at the door.
‘Whining terribly, he led us to the master.
We—we found him dead. The—ah—paper
and pistol were beside him. The pistol was
fully loaded.”

“They were evidence.
them! Why?”

“T didn’t do it! I didn’t kill the mas-
ter!” cried the cook hysterically.

You removed

“ After the murder,
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“Dry up!” snapped Lape, “and tell
why you were washing the finger-prints off
the gun!”

“ She wasn’t doing that, sir,”
butler. “ She was—"

“Shut up, ‘ Diving-Bell,” I know your

cried the

record!” - The inspector glared at the
woman. “ Answer me!l Why did you wash
the pistol?”

“ I—the master was—was always so par-
ticular, and the gun was all stained with
blood, and looked terrible. I—I knew the
master wouldn’t like 1t that way, so I—I
cleaned it.”

The inspector sneered at the butler.
“And I suppose you were burning this
blackmailing letter because it dirtied up
your clean floor?”

“ Yes—yes, sir, that’s it!” cried the old
fellow eagerly.

Lape winked at Dr. Akc t.bhismock
ing eyes leered at the butlet again,

“ But you admit the judge knew his tife
was threatened by the Perfect Criminal?”

“Y-yes, sir. But he said he wouldn’t
fall for the scare that had all the gentle-
folks out here half crazy. He did have me
lock all—” "The butler stopped appnmndy
startled.

‘The inspector laughed hauhl

“ Slipped, eh? The judge lwd you lock
up the house tight—and still he was mur-
dered!”

The servant’s voice sank to.almost a
‘whisper.

“ That—that’s it. But—but me and
Lulu didn’t do it! We—we were out in the
kitchen getting the master’s supper, and
talking about getting married—"

“So that’s what you wanted the money
for? You go to headquarters for Chief
Pertan to—"

“I don’t want to go to the station!”
cried the butler shrilly. ¢ Pertan is a
devill He—"

“Forced you to confess you were the
brains behind the swindle to raise the gold
from the schooner, Golden Gate!”

“God! I—I can’t stand -another stretch
in the Big House, sir,” whined the servant.
“T've been on the level ever since I've got
out. I can prove it by Lulu. She—she—I

,—soon as I got myself in hand after dis.|
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<covering the master, I tried to phone the
police, but I -couldn’t -get the operator. T
rushed to the side door to call help, and
found it unlocked. Some one had opened
dt, sir, far not dn hour before I had locked
it. I found Policeman Mur-Murray out-
side. Mebby he knows something.”

. “ Maybe so, but you and the cook are
under arrest. Handcuff them, Coile!”

The woman’s tears disappeared as if by
magic, and with an oath, she tore loose from
the policeman and darted for the door.
LLape grabbed her, and held her till the
handcuffs were on.

“1 know you, inspecter!” she cried,
““and Tl tell the chief an earful.”

“ Well, 'l be damned!” exploded Lape.
“1t’s old ‘ Soup-house ’ Sddie, fat-as a hog.
‘The judge’s passion for employing reformed
crooks got him murdered, eh? Perfect
Criminal hell! You hirds faked that letter
tto throw us off the scent!”

“Daon’t say enything more till we get &
lawyer, Lulu!” cried the butler. “They
know we're innocent.”

A cry from one of the homicide squad,
and with his knife he pried a ﬂm piece of
lead fram one of the p
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blood- , and I hurried up the
drive and found it grew louder. ‘Then the
judge’s deoar opened, and the butler rushed
out shouting for help. I followed him in-
side and foumd the corpse. The phone
wires were cut, so I dashed outside and
pulled a box, and here you are.”

“Hmm. Guess we've got the murderers
all right; but did you examine the .door to
see if the lock had been tampered with?”

“Y did, inspector,” cried Vic. ¢ There
are scratches about the keyhole as if some
one had been trying to pick it.”

“Really?” cried Lape sacrastically.
“ Congratulations! Found any ofher
clews?”

“ They’re herd to find here,” answered
‘young Pertan enigmatically. .
Nettled, Lape turned to Murray. “Go
-out to the box and m:dnrapmlbcreat

once!” Then he sp eyed the
whimpening greyhound. He whrled sud-~
«denly on the big-eyed butler. “ Where do

you claim this brute was when the murder
was committed?”

“In—in this room, sir—still that can
thardly te, for Boris would never have let
the get away. The master kept

lining the walls.

Vic Pertan beat the inspector to it.

“Too much lead to come from the
judge’s little weapen,” he announced, as he
examined it. “ About a 38. That’s the
caliber that plowed through Caban.”

“Damn it, who’s in charge here?”
snapped Lape. “ Let me see the bullet.”

““ Guess you’re right,” he reluctantly ad-
mitted after inspecting it. He turned to
Patrolman Murray. “ How’d you happen
to arrive so opportune, Tim?”

“ Well, sir, since this Perfect Criminal’s
fbeen at large, we've all been on our toes. T
was -coming down the walk bordering the
judge’s grounds, sir, when I heard a muf-
fled explosion, and soon after, a taxi shot
out of the road skirting this place on the
south.~ He was breaking the speed limit,
and I tried to get his number, but it had
grown too dark.

“1 joked to myself, now maybe that was
this Perfect .Criminal, and I stopped" to see
if I could locate anything suspicious. First
thing 1 knew I heard some dog baying

+the dog quite close to him when he was
‘home, sir, though he might have sent him
upstairs for his pipe or something. He of-
ten did that. Perhaps before Boris could
get the pipe he heard the shot, or smelled
ean enemy. He has a very keen scent, sir,
and might have dashed after the murderer
and chased him away.”

“Or the beast might have liked you as
well as the judge—for of tourse you and
the cook fed him, and -dogs ‘d6éh’t bite the
hand that feeds them—like you and Soup-
house Sadie have.”

“You grafter!” cried the woman. “We
didn’t kill the judge. He treat:d us white,
and we loved him! T%

“ZLulu! I warned yuul 4

Lape laughed mirthlessly.

“ Sure, shut her up, Diving-Bell. It’ll be
that much more for the chief to get from
her— Damn it, why don’t the patrol come?
Nothing more here.” Then he caught the
grim smile on the young crime expert’s
face. “What are you doing with-all those
little envelopes laying on the reading ta-
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ble?” he asked with ill
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hed the corpse. With his

“Clews in them?”

“Just found a few bairs clutched be-
tween the judge’s fingers, and—"

“ His own, or dog hairs,” grunted the in-

pector.

“Possibly. But I'm taking them, and
some I know are the judge’s and the grey-
hounds back with me.” Vic turned to the
butler who had been watchmg him fear-
fully, “ Carpet sweeper in the house?”

“Y-yes, sir.”

L Send one of your men with him, Lape,
and bring it to me.”

“ Going to sweep aga.m, are you?”
snorted the inspector. “ Think you’d get
tired cleaning these rich people’s carpet for
them. You do it every place a fellow’s
killed.”

‘Without answering, young Pertan care-
fully placed the small envelopes containing
the specimens of hair in an inner pocket.
As he finished, a policeman arrived with
the butler and the sweeper.

m

JOME of the homicide squad
watched Vic curiously—hope-
fully. Others, headed by In-
spector Lape, smiled—snick-
= ered. Carefully the analyst
ran the sweeper over the carpet of the room.
With about each square foot he swept, he
dumped the sweepings on a spread newspa-
per, that he might know just where he
picked it up. -The total result was small.
The room had evidently been cleaned re-
cently—perhaps since the murder! Several
small rolls 6 dust, a few hairs, and a flake
of something brown constituted the find-
ings.

With expressionless face, Vic carefully
examined the dark-stained piece of brown
material under his powerful magnifying
glass. It was a flake of rubber, and of the
same color and texture as that used in the
prevalent make of rubber gloves—gloves
such as criminals used to conceal their fin-
ger-prints!

He carefully placed it in one of his nu-
merous small envelopes, then gathered the
dust, and the hairs—quite evidently dog
hairs—in another one, and pocketing them

all, again
kmfe ‘he scraped away some of the con-
gealed blood arourid the wound, and placed
it in one of the waxed envelopes.

“Are they really clews, Sherlock?”
sneered Lape.

“You wouldn’t think so.”

Murray hurried in and announced the-ar-
rival of the patrol.

“ I'm ready, inspector,” murmured young
Pertan. Then: “How about the grey-
hound?”

“Turn the brute out and let him eat
some more pigeons.”

“But he may identify the murderer for
us. Since he doesn’t fly at the servants, we
can try him out on Monty, and—" .

“Sure! I intended taking him all the
time. But suppose he gets vicious?”

“TI'll take care of him.” 8

The trial room of the combination city
hall and jail was crowded with officers and
reporters as the prisoners were ushered in.
Curious eyes followed the big, uneasy grey-
bound. Two burly bluecoats guarded the
chief’s sanctum, but they readily admitted
the newcomers.  _

Pertan sat behind his desk, an unlit stogie
rammed far back in his mouth, a deter-
mined glint in his brown eyes.

Standing facing him was a mere slip of a-
yellow-haired, handcufféd girl with tear-
stained cheeks

“ Youse big stiff,” she sobbed. ¢ I've told
youse and told youse I don’t know nothing
about these murders! Monty don’t neither.
You dicks have been hounding us to death
ever since our stretch ended. Jest because

‘T used to be a swell-booster youse won’t

give me no chanst to go straight. Monty
wants to marry me, but youse won't let
him hold a job long enough to scare up any-
jack for a license. Ask the Old Man up
the river; we were models!”

“Old stuff, Nina, old stuff!” cried Per-
tan savagely. Then he turned to the new
arrivals. “ Getting mine, son,” he boasted.
““ This damned kite won’t come across, even
though we caught her at the S. P. station. -
with a ticket for Denver, and a hundred dol-
lars to boot. She doesn’t know the case we've
got against her lover!? Her eyes bulged as
he saw the prisoners. . “ Diving-Bell and-=



Soup-house Sadie! Ha! Here’'s where T
send you up again.”

At the mention of the nmames, Frisco
Nina swung startingly around. Her face
whitened. The cook’s mouth worked naise-
lessly, but the butler stared stonily ahead.

“ Oh ho!” boamed Pertan joyously, ““so
you’re all pals of the Perfect Criminal!”

“ Pals, hell!” sneered Frisco. “X never
saw those clams before.”

“We—we demand a lawyer,” cried the
butler hoarsely.

“These are the judge’s servants,” stated
Lape, as he pompously laid the pistol and
charred paper on the chief’s desk. ‘I've
got the goods on them!” He painted to his
friend Riess of the Herald.  Get this,
Frank: DI'm the first to accuse-these birds,
of murdering Judge Caban.” Chief Pertan
frowned, but the inspector continued,
“You'll find out that this Perfect Criminal
stufi—”

Pertan’s huge fist jarred his desk.

“ Pamnation] What do you butt-
ing in.this way, Lape? You're welcome to:
first rights on your prisoners; but get them
out of here till after I'm through with this
kite. Don’t want them to get wise to
everything, do you? Put them in non-com-
municating cells till P'm ready for them!”
‘Then he noted the dog which Vic had to
begin soothing.. “ What's that hound here
for?”

“It’s Boris, the judge’s dog. He may be
ahle to identify the nrurderer or his accom-

“By Gad!
omee!”

The greyhound had been standing rigidly
by the door, its quivering nose searching
the air. Vic led the magnificent animal up

Well try him on Nina at

to the girl.

“ Here, Boris!” boomed Pertan, as he
caught the prisoner’s arm. “ Sic her! She
helped kill your master!”

“ Hey, Pm not-afraid of dogs,” snorted
Frisco Nina.

The greyhound glanced casually at her,
then its roved unessily about’ the
room. Suddenly it tried to dash to the
door, but Pertan held its leash.

“Great bloodhound, ain’t it?” sneered
the girl,
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“ Well, we've got a new one for you to-
night!” snapped the chief. “ Bring out the
¢ Sphyg ? Vic. It'll soon show up this kite’s
lying.”

“ Sure, bring out all you’ve gat ” laughed
Nina derisively.

‘The Sphygmomanometer, or He-detector,
secured to a wheeled stand, was moved be-
side the willing prisoner. A machine based
upon the theory that no criminal can con-
ceal the agitation of his heart, and the
quickening of breathing when accused of a
crime he is guilty of, young Pertan had
found it successful in all cases thus far. :

1t is an apparatus much similar to that
used by doctors in testing blood pressure.
Tt has, mainly, a rubber tourniquet, which
is bound around the chest of the suspect,
and a rubber band, which is bound about
the arm. These tourniquets are connected
to rubber tubes which end in indicators that
rest on a paper which revolves slowly on a
drum, on the blackened surface of which
marks are made.

When breathing increases, the tourniquet
is drawn taut, air is forced through the
tube, and as the indicator moves up and
down, it leaves a mark on the blackened
paper. The bigger the intake of breath, the
bigger the mark. The blood pressure part
operates similarily. An excited heart pumps
blood faster; the rubber band around the
chest is stretched; air is forced through the
tube and moves the heart beat indicator,
and reveals the suspect’s state of excitement.
The bands were quickly adjusted in the
proper places on Nina. -

“Now,” snapped Pertan, “you- daren’t
lie! Monty’s the. Perfect Criminal and
you’re his pall”

“ Again I say, no!”

The machine recorded normal. ~ The
chief swore under his breath.

“ The lie-detector brands that as a lie!”
he bluffed “ We've got Monty dead to
rights. Those two servants gave him away.
You've been seen driving the car he always
flees inl”

“ All Yes,” murmured the girl. “Test
yourself with this machine, and we’ll soon
see who's lying!”

The two indicators again made regular
scratches on the paper! The microanalyst
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stifled a grin. He was convinced the girl |

was telling the truth.

Not so with his father. Springing to his
feet, he cried, “ Enough! The machine
proves your guilt!”

“ Then it lies! If I could raise the jack,
T’d hire a swell mouthpiece and sue you for
damages. Youse bulls has got to stop try-
ing to railroad Monty and me. Give us a
chanst, and let us go straight.” |

The chief laughed harshly.

“ Your crocodile tears don’t sink in any
more, Nina. Almost lost my job over them
once.”

The outer door was suddenly thrown
open, and a thin, rather pitiful looking man-
acled youth was roughly thrust into the
room by two plainclothes men.

“ Ninal?” choked the white-faced prison-
er as he saw the girl.

“ Monty!”

“Take the kite to a cell,” ordered Per~
tan,
“ Damn you, chief!” screamed the man.
“ She’s no kite, though you’d make her one,
if you could.”

Pertan smacked his fist down on the
desk. “Shut up, you murderer!” He
glared at Inspector Lape. “Salt this kite
away quick, and keep her quiet!”

“Don’t fall for his bull, Monty,” sobbed
the girl. “I—"

Lape clapped a hand over her mouth, and
as Vic released her from the machine, hur-
ried her to a cell.

Chief Pertan savagely chewed his cigar,
and stared disconcertedly at the frail pris-

oner.

“ Full of hop, aren’t you?”

“No! You know my trip up the river
cured me, damn you!”

The chief roughly slapped the prisoner’s
face.

“ Next time you address me that way
you’ll get put to sleep! Suppose you know
Nina blowed the whole works?”

“Then why question me?”

Pertan spoke to the largest of the two
men who had brought in the prisoner.

“ Where’d you get him?”

“Down at the Freight Handlers’ Club—
just as he hopped from a taxi.”

“Taxi riding!

And he’s supposed to be
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flat—that’s what he claimed last time I
quizzed him. What’d you find when you
frisked him?”

“ Nothing, as usual—that is except two

The chief stared intently at
the nervous prisoner. “So you're flat, yet
you ride in taxis!”

“ First since getting out. I walked clear
out to Orange Avenue looking for work.
Every place I stopped a bull told me to
move on. My arches went bad while I was
up in the Big House, and I couldn’t walk
back to Beach Street. The only friend
who’d stake me for a bunk and grub hung
out at the Freight Handlers’ Club. - I
couldn’t walk back there, so I spent six bits
of my last buck to get there—and be
pinched again.” }

“ Bunk!” snapped the chief. “ We.got
Frisco Nina at the station ready to skip to
Denver. She was lousy with money; so
your story about being flat don’t go! ~That
money she had was some you got from these
millionaires you've been blackmailing and
murdering.”

The prisoner sighed, and dropped to a
bench.

Pertan roughly caught him by the nape
of the neck and jerked him back to his feet.
“You don’t sit down, or rest, till you con-
fess, if that’s a month!”

v
OSH, I’m tired,” huskily mur-
mured the pale youth. “ But

I guess I'll have to stand,

for I won’t confess! I have

nothing to confess! Nina
got a hundred bucks or so from an insur-
ance policy and offered me half, but I
wouldn’t touch it. I told her to go to
Denver to get away from your hounding,
and to rest up while I tried to get a job so
I could marry her.”

“ Some bull, some bull,” purred the chief.
“The Perfect Criminal, eh? Following in
your old man’s footsteps—gone him one
better. All he got was San Quentin; you'll
get the electric chair!”

“And this is the land of the free,” bit-
terly cried the prisoner. # A fellow makes
one misstep, and you cops hound him for
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life. Gawd, but you’re making me think life
isn’t worth living. Why can’t you be as
square as the police in other cities? This'll
be my second third degree in two weeks.
Same day, chief, youll regret your torture
of Nina and me!”

_ . A sudden whimpering drew Pertan’s at-
tention to the greyhound, which in his ex-
-asperation, he had forgtten. With nase to
the crack of the outer door, the animal was
Plainly begging to be freed that he might
hurry back to his dead master.

The chief looked around. Damm it
-where was Vic? Probably in his office try-
ing to figure out a way to save Slink. Oh,
well— He snapped an order to the patrol-
‘man holding the greyhound.

“ Bring the dog here!”

The policeman had to fairly drag the dog
away from the door. Pertan tried to excite
the beast—urged it on the flinching pris-
oner—did everything he could to evoke a
show of hostility from it toward Monty.
The splendid animal only whined more
pleadingly and gazed dumbly at the officers,
as though wondering what it was all about,
and questioning why they held him cap-
tive.

With a muttered imprecation, the chief
«disgustedly ordered the dog taken outside
and turned Joose. Then he stamped to the
door of his son’s laboratory. Vic was not

there.
“ Hey!” He glared at Lape who was at
the desk toying with the pistol the cook had
washed.

“ Where’s Vic?” he cried.

“QOut in the jail getting some blood and
hair from my suspects. He’s trying to beat
my time, I guess. Thinks he found some
clews out at the judge’s.”

“ Damn it! If he thinks he did—he did!
He’s an expert analyst, isn’t-he? Tell him
1 wemt him.”

With narrowed eyes ector
obeyed the chief’s orders. But it wouldn’t
‘e much longer that he would be under the
thumb of that martinet. Riess, of the
Herunld, would see that he got the credit
due him and the mayor would have to put
him in command then!

Pertan stared contemptuously at the lie-
detector. It had helped Vic catch the
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movie murderer. Must have been luck—
©Oh, well—. He'd run a bluff on Monty
with it.

The microanalyst soon came in with a
number of labeled envelopes in his hand.

“1 wasn’t through with you yet, sirl”
snapped his father. Pointing to the wasted
prisoner, he added. “ Everything points to
this fiend’s guilt! We'll spring the same
surprise on him that we did on Nina and
his two pals who worked at the judge’s.
It expose him as it did them and be the
last link in the chain against him. No one
can deceive the lie-detector!” =

But the “Sphyg” did not unmask
Monty! Try as the chief would, with sud-
den startling accusation and statements,
the prisoner’s answers brought forth none
‘but normal marks on the paper—in fact
bardly normal, for Monty seemed to be
suffering from reduced respiration and low
blood pressure.

At last with an impatient cry, Pertan be-
gan tugging at the tourniquets securing the
prisoner.

“He’s holding his breath,” he snorted,
“or else the damned machine’s no good.
There’s the old cell down in the cellar that
Monty knows of, where well give him
-something that’ll make him want to shout
his guilt to the sky!”

Vic caught his father’s arm as he was
following the luckless prisoner and his tor-
‘mentors below.

“ Can’t you realize, dad, that some one
besides Monty can be the Perfect Criminal?
Lape’s claims about the butler and cook are
well founded, and—"

“Humph! Lape never had a well-
founded claim in his life. I knew those
servants when they were young; they’re nat
the type that develop into perfect criminals.
Why Soup-house Sadie even got married
once and reformed for a long time. They
may know something about the murder.
Their meeting with Nina shows there’s
some connection, and I know I can find
enough against them to send them up
again; but damn it! Judge Caban' trusted -
them.

“ 'l-‘old ‘me so himself, and he never made
mistakes in such things. I won’t humor
Lape enough to put them through a third-
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degree right now, and anyway, when I'm
through with Monty this time, I won’t need
to. Monty is old Lone Wolf all over; only
his doggedness and cunning is tripled. Why,
darn him, I know he’s guilty, and yet he’s
just about got me persuaded he’s innocent.

“1 hardly know where I'm at; but I'm
going to fight it through the old way, and
_if T fail, I'm through forever. But you—
you’re young. You can play the game the
new way. I can’t—I don’t know how!”

Vic sighed.

“ Your heart’s all right, but your head’s
all wrong, dad—chief. Don’t be too hard
on the poor devil down there. The Sphyg
—the dog—his alibis—everything proves
he’s trying to go straight for Nina’s sake.”

“Boy, you’re hopeless. Once a crook,
always a crooks, I tell you!”

“To-night, then, I'm trying to drive that
out of your head.” Vic showed hls fat.her
several of the 1 andah
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‘There was no similarity between the sub-
jects of the three photographs! By the
now visible hair cells and compositions,
from the central pith to the outer cuticle,
the pictures proved conclusively that the
hairs clutched in the dead man’s hand were
human hairs, and they were not his own!
Therefore they must be the murderer’s!

Silently Vic' turned his attention to the
small piece of stained rubber. It was too
small to contain an identifying finger-print,
and moistening the blood-clot on it with a
weak sodium chloride solution so as to. dif-
ferentiate the red and white corpuscles, he
examined it with a microscope. While in
normal blood there are about five million
red blood cells per cubic millimeter of
blood, the clot he was examining was woe-
fully lacking in these necessary corpuscles.
The blood was from a person, or animal,
whose health was at a low ebb!

To ine whether it was human.

like needle used. in getting blood specimens.
“T believe I've got the stuff to prove
Monty’s innocence!”

“You can’t prove anything from a hair
and a drop of blood.” The chief’s voice
softened. “ While you’re up here trying to
prove Monty innocent, I'll be down below
proving him guilty. May right win!”

“Jt will.” The analyst handed several
envelopes and the needle to the chief. “ All
I ask is that you send me up several of
Monty’s hairs, and some of his blood for
comparison purposes.”

Vic hurried into the room he bad fitted
up as a laboratory, and quickly set about
his tests. Placing the waxed envelopes con-
taining the various specimens of hair and
blood on a table, he took the one containing
the three hairs the judge had clutched. Put-
ting them on a piece of white frosted glass,
he placed his photomicroscopic camera over
them, and snapped the trigger. The same
process was repeated with the hairs from
the greyhound, and from the judge’s head.

By the use of a special black enameled
metal plate immersed in a collodion and a
sensitive silver solution, he was only a few
minutes in developing, fixing, and washing
his photographs. The type’s dark back-
ground showed up the pictures of the great-
ly enlarged hairs in a startling manner.

blood, or animal blood,. the analyst placed
the specimen under the powerful lens of his
microscopic, camera and snapped the trig-.

ger. y
Before he could develop the plate, In-

spector Lape entered with the envelopes.
“Here’s your blood and hair,” he

sneered. “ We had the devil’s own time
getting them, too. Any results?”
“Not many.”

. “Thought so,” the inspector gnmted
“This scientific stuff is all rot! Hear that?”

An agonized scream drifted up from
below.

v
“ =SIHE chief’s getting rough,”
| grinned Lape. “Hates to

admit he’s licked; but Mon-
ty absolutely refuses to
- come across. I know he’s
innocent; but not because the lie-detector
didn’t give him away. Didn’t expect any-
thing from such a ridiculous invention; but
that greyhound would have ‘ate him up
alive, if it thought he’d murdered its
master. Riess is down there taking it all
in, and when we get to shoving Diving-
Bell and prove he killed Caban, and the
cook helped him, he’ll see T get Lhe credit
T've been robbed of so long.” . o
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Vic didn’t answer—just deftly continued
with his experiments.

“You don’t think Monty’s guilty
either,” went on Lape. “ And you're try-
,ing to save your dad by faking up some
exposition of my suspects. Riess and I
see through you, even if the mayor don’t.
‘What have you got to say to that?”
_-Anothér of the prisoner’s screams rang

out.
“You should be at the torture,” mur-
mured Vic. “ You enjoy such things.”
The inspector only snorted; and slam-
ming .the door he went below.
_The thought spurring the
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next tests produce blood and hair match-

ing that of the killer? Or were none of
Lhe suspects the Perfect Crxmlmﬂ?
Vie A

d and
photographed every speclmen of hair and
blood, and with consuming suspense pro-
cceded to speedily develop all pictures.
Eagerly he studied and compared his com-
plete set of photographs. He thrilled.
Soup-house Sadie’s and Nina’s specimens
were practically identicall They were re-
lated. The cook must be the girl’s mother!
Minutely he studied the photograph of the
blood-clot on the rubber glove, and of the
hairs the murdered man had clutched. Care-

on was that Monty and Nina were the
victims of circumstances that might en-
snare any innocent persons—even as his
fiancée and himself. Once the web of the
law weaves about you, justice becomes an
uncertain quantity.

The development of the picture of the
flake of rubber and the blood stain on it
showed it was human blood there! The
oblong, concaved and non-nucleated red
blood cells told Vic that. The white blood
cells showed up larger in the picture than
the red ones, which was as it should be;
but the white cells were almost as numer-
ous as the red ones! That, again, gave
proof of the impoverished condition of the
blood, and the person losing it.

The test had thus fat\proven conclusive-
ly that the blood on the piece of rubber
was human blood, greatly thinned and im-
poverished—as for instance Diving-Bell’s
must be. The thing remaining to be done
was to find blood giving the same analysis
and pictured formation. The hair would
be tested the same way.

Paumg his photomicroscopic camera af-

, Vic next moi d a large
drop of the congealed blood he had taken
from the judge’s wound, and placed it on
2 pane of frosted glass, and putting his
microscopic lens over it, pressed the trig-
ger. Carefully he developed the picture of
the greatly enlarged drop of blood. The
cell formations were normal; the red cor-
puscles being much more numerous than
‘the white ones. The blood stain on the
piece of rubber, not being the judge's, was
quite evidently the murderer’s! Would the

fully he made comparisons. Suddenly his
eyes brightened. He had found two pic-
tures that matched them perfectly in
every detaill At last science was to be
vindicated!

The events of the crime swept through
his mind. Motive? Method? Suppose he
had been the criminal? Then over him
flashed a vision of the crime and criminal.
It must be the truth! Carefully gathering
up his convicting photographs, he hurried
to the underground cell.

- As he arrived, his father glared at him
with a red, exaspemted face, and released
his hold on the prisoner’s arm which he
had twisted cruelly up behind his back.

Monty was bathed in sweat, and his
pinched face was drawn with pain. His
head sagged forward on his chest.

“ Kill me, kill me,” he panted, “ but I'm
innocent!”

“I guess you win, Vic,” admitted the
chief reluctantly. “ This bird still swears
he’s innocent.”

The frail, white prisoner sighed in relief,
and his bloodshot eyes upturned beseech»
ingly at young Pertan.

“Yes, I guess I win,” murmured the
analyst.

Admiration for his son’s prowess shone
in the chief’s eyes. He smiled triumphant-
ly at Lape and reporter Riess.

“Well, we kept it in the family. Show
us your proof, son.”

Vic held up the phot

“ After all, ch-chief, modern science and
psyd:oanalysrs triumphs over brute force
and doggedness. At last the Perfect Crimi-
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nal left behind the clews that unmasked
him!”

“Name him! Name him!” urged the
elder Pertan impatiently.

“1'd like to reconstruct the crime and
the criminal first.”

“ And allow the fiend still more time to
get away!”

"« don’t think so. He, for it is a man,
is too sure the police have nothing on him.
Anyway, I don’t think he could escape if
he wanted tol”

“Howd you know the murderers a
man?”

“ By the texture and cell-composition of
the hair specimens, and also by the blood
tests. A woman’s blood has fewer and
slightly different shaped corpuscles than a
man’s, and their specific gravity varies from
1.088 to 1.105, so I am practically certain
the killer is & man.”

“ All right. Shoot!”

“In the first place it’s another case of
¢Find the woman.’ The man committing
these murders had some mighty incentive.
He is a very brave man, perhaps; yet one
in mortal terror. To our knowledge he
has mulcted three millionaires out of twen-
ty thousand dollars each. Pigeons carried
that much money to him. Four men, in-
cludmg'.heyudm,whordusedhlsde-
mands, he murdered to put fear into the
hearts of his other victims, and to cover
his own trail.

“The murderer craved riches, but not
for himself, for he knew he had not long
to live. Such men as he seldom make
{friends, though they madly crave them;
and should they find one, they lavish every-
thing on them—especially if it is a woman,
as in this case. The killer is suffering with
some dread disease, probably cancer. The
micro-analyzed: blood specimen proves that.
Knowing his own bitter struggle for ex-
istence, and what his sweetheart has gone
through, and fearing that every day may
be his last, this'madman has labored fever-
ishly and desperately to pile up a fortune
that his woman might enjoy after his death.

“I am certain that this man was clever
enough: not to reveal his present criminal
activity to this woman, so that if the un-
expected. happened, and the crimes were

‘fiend could do more, he
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fastened on him, she could never be im-
plicated. Besides, she was the god his'
starved soul worshiped, and he would not
have her think him a murderer.”

“ Humph! Diving-Bell and Soup-house
Sadie must be friends of yours,” sneered
Lape.

The prisoner, the police, Riess, all had
been listening breathlessly. The interrup-
tion jarred them.

Chief Pertan’s eyes flashed.

“ Shut up, Lape. Your own
was just announced last week!”

Oblivious to the inspector’s venomous
stare, Vic quietly continued:™

“ The more pain the murderer suffered,
the: more dsperav.e he became. His time
was g'owmg emdlngly short, and he

became fiend:

ementt

‘When he found that Jm&e Caban not only
refused to send his pigeons with the re-
quired money, but killed themr as well; he
went temporarily insane and, px:kmg the
lock on the judge’s door, entered his Iibrary
and threatened his victim with drawn gam
As Caban reached for his pistol, the mur-
derer fired. When he pulled the trigger of
his weapon, he pincked his finger, and: a.
piece of the rubber gloves he wore was
torn out and dropped unnoticed to the
floor with some of his impoverished blood:
on it.
“To makemthejudgewasdmd and
past revealing his identity, the murderer
over him to examine him. In a
last struggle the jurist’s hand clutched his
murderer’s head and pulled-out a few hairs,
which I found and examined. Before the

ently heard
the greyhound somewhere in the house and’
hurriedly made his- escape. Patrolman
Murray saw his car as it shot out onto. the
main highway.”

“How do you know that’s just what
‘happened, Vic?” gasped his father _

“From micro-analyzing the clews, put-
ting the testimony together and- placing
myself in the murderer’s shoes for a mo-

r0SCORIG  camera
told you what kind of hair the dead man
clutched, and what that flake of ‘rabber was
from, and that the dark stain was bisslr
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from some one having cancer or something?
By Gad! Son, I'm proud to be showed up
by you. You're a chip off the old block;
and I'm converted to the new order of crim-
inal detection!

“ But—but your analysis can’t tell who
those hairs, and that blood belongs to! We'll
have to round up every criminal from
Frisco to San Diego, and compare theirs
-with what you've got. Then suppose it's
no known criminal! It Il be worse than
searching for the proverbial needle in the
haystack. You've proved Monty innocent;
but how in hell are we going to find the
real murderer?”

Vic smiled sadly.

“That’s where you win, chief. This is
a case where it took the old, the new,
hunches and everything else to capture the
guilty one. If it weren’t for me, you
wouldn’t succeed in this case; and if it
weren’t for you, probably I wouldn’t have
succeeded!”

“ What do you mean?”

“ You've been right from the first. Mon-
ty’s the murderer!”

“It’s a lie!” screamed the prisoner.
“It’s another attempt to bluff me into con-
fessing something I didn’t do!”

The analyst clutched Monty’s hands
and carefully scrutinized them.

“ Where’d you get the blood for my test,
dad?” he cried.

“ From his arm.”

1 thought so!” Vic pointed tnumphant—
1y to a small red spot on the index finger
of Monty’s right hand. ¢ There’s the ab-
rasion caused when the trigger pinched his
finger. That’s where the torn piece of rub-
ber came from!”

“No! No! No!” shrieked the trem-
bling prisoner. “ That—that was a mos-
quito bite that I scratched.” I swear it!”

Young Pertan shook his head sorrow-
fully.

“No use, Monty. Your blood and your
hair prove you guilty! Dr. Ake can, no
doubt, easily learn that you are suffering
from a cancerous malady. You've been
dying by inches, and trying to provide a
dortune for Frisco Nina! While she evi-
dently didn’t suspect you, the cook, her
mot!:er, did, so she and the butler tried
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. .
to destroy what they feared might be evi-
dence against you.”

“I’'m innocent! I'm innocent!”

“Im still up in air,” cried Pectan.
“Since your microscopic camera worked,
the lie-detector must have, too; and surely
the best actor going couldn’t have deceived
it when I shot those accusations at him!
He could not control the agitation of his
heart, and the quickening of his breath
which made the machine’s indicators record
the perfectly normal responses! en—

Vic had deftly felt over the prisoner’s
body and suddenly torn his clothing
open.

“ That explams it, dad—chief1”” he cried.
“He wears a tight-fitting rubber vest next
to his skin! It prevented his respiratory
reactions from communicating to the
tourniquets and tubes of the charts. You
remember I said we must meet crimedom
on its own level. Every time the law in-
vents a new crime-detecting instrument,
crimedom perfects something to circum-
wvent it!”

Monty wilted at this exposure.

“God! I can't stand it any longer,” he
sobbed. “T did it; I killed all those mil-
lionaires. The dude is right; though I

can't see how he got me. He’s a mind-
reader! Oh, God, the pain inside me is
killing me. Poor Nina!”

“ Where’d you hide the money?” asked
Pertan not unkindly.

“1 won’t tell. I've salted that away for
Ninal”

“ Better think a little,” purred the chief.
“She’s a prisoner; we can hold her as an
accomplice. She’ll get a long sentence—
and when she’s out, we'll watch her till
she Jeads us to the money—"

“You damned bloodhounds!” huskily
cried the violently trembling - prisoner.
“ Can’t any one ever beat the law?” Sud-
denly his eyes glowed cunningly. “It's
true; Nina doesn’t know I'm a wurderer.
I don’t want her to. She’s pitied me and
been kind to me. Let her go free, and I'll
tell you where the swag is.”

The chief cleared his throat.

“The pdlice have nothing on Frisco
Nina, and never will, if she behaves her-
self! We'll keep your secret, Monty, and
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send her home with a clear record,” he
said.

“ Sw-swear—it.”

“So help me God, we’ll not hold Nina
if you come across.”

A wan smile curved Monty’s twitching

i That was true about her insurance
policy. Let her keep that jack. I—I
spent one grand on radium treatments for
my cancer; the other fifty-nine thousand "
is in a secret compartment in the gas tank
of that yellow taxi I got out of at the club
when I was arrested. It's numbered
¢Nine’ for Nina. and belorigs to me. The
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chauffeur thinks T’ni on the level, and hauls
gers in it when I'm not using it.

“T used it so if any one saw me, they'd
think it was just onme of the regulation
yellow cabs answering a call. It dulled sus-
picion. The chauffeur keeps it at his home
garage—22 Beach Street, and—" - An in-
ward convulsion wracked the emaciated
little body, and the watery brown eyes
glazed over. “If you double cross me
about Nina,” Monty choked, "I’ll come
back and—"

The body stiffened, and before any one
could catch it, slumped to the floor. The
Perfect Criminal was dead!

“SANCTIMONIOUS ROBERTS”

=5 WOLF in sheep’s dothmg is
sometimes hard to

This was the guise of E. Z.
Roberts, originally from Al-
bion, Ohio, a counterfeiter
who was finally apprehended and brought
to justice throug,h the United States Secret
Service.  *

The first two dollar counterfeit national
bank note, and passed by “ Sanctimoni-
ous Roberts,” was discovered by United
States Secret Service Operator Charles E.
Anchisi, in 1871. E. Z. Roberts lived in
Salineville, Ohio. There he was known as
a pious and sanctimonious citizen of unde-
niably pure character.

Roberts was employed at that time as
superintendent of the Cleveland Iron Com-
pany, which was a well-paying and re-
sponsible position. It was through these
‘business connections with his employer that
the villain was able to gain contact with
eminent and influential business men.

Superior talent and culture were Rob-
erts’s; a wealthy land owner, religious and
apparently highly respectable, he was an in-
fluential man in his community. It was for
these reasons that the uncovering of “ Sanc-
timonious Roberts ” caused such an “ex-
plosion ” to society and intensified the bald-
ness-of his case. .

The Secret Service operator-had a sample

of the counterfeit money given him by &
merchant of Salineville. The operator sus-
pected that Roberts had passed the bill but
the clews were very faint. Wherever the
Secret Service man went ke met di

ment; no one would ‘believe that E. Z.
Robemhadahmdmanythmgbutﬂlenp-
right.

At the Salineville post office the opmwr
was told that mast of the people receiving
mail there were from the iron works or
‘the mines. When questioned whether any
two dollar bills of counterfeit quality had
been received the man winced and admitted
that he had, reluctantly producing two bills.

“ Where did you get these bills?"” asked

“I don’t care to say, sir. He’s a good
man, and above suspicion. I believe hes
all right.”

“ Who is it? Vou must tell me,” insisted
the detective. “Iama U.S. officer. . These
are counterfeits.”

“ Well then, if I must, they came from
Mr. Roberts.

“ Both of them?”

“ Yes, sir,” replied the postmaster.

Anchmwmttommeoithemherstms
where he learned that Roberts was buying
groceries, dry goods, clothes, et cetera.
There he found that he had passed thirty-
five two’s and that all were counterfeits.
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In one other store he had put off two more
of them, in another six, in another eight, in
another four, and in one place also a ten
dollar upon the Poughk
Bank.

Anchisi now thought it about time to
spring his trap upon this unsuspecting but
cunning villain, and he accordingly pro-
ceeded to arrest him, but found that he had
left town “on business.”

Following him to a railroad town about
eight miles distant, the Secret Service man
met Roberts and straightway clapped the
“jron ruffles” upon the devout and easy
hypocrite, informing him that he must ac-
company him to Cleveland.

“What does- this signify?” demanded
Roberts greatly astonished, plainly. “ Why
do you thus arrest me, sir?”

“For passing counterfeit money,” said
Anchisi promptly.

“Cwntefjestl" exclaimed  Roberts.
“Why, I get all my money from the First
National Bank of Cleveland!”

“This you must prove elsewhete, su’
‘You must come with me, now.”

Roberts was then taken to jail at Cleve-
land. Here he told an altogether different
story, viz: that he got all his money from
the treasurer of the Cleveland Iron Com-
pany and added:

“1 have just received three thousand
dollars from that officer and these two dol-
lar bills and tens which you say are bogus
were in that parcel.”

Anchisi was in possession of ample evi-
dence to convict this rascal, in his own be-
lief beyond a doubt; yet as a matter of
form and with the desire to perform his
whole duty in the premises in order that he
might report fully to Colonel W‘hltley, he
proceeded to confer with the of
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now, I will turn up a good many counter-
feiters in this-region that he don’t suspect.”

This announcement opened Anchisi’s
eyes. He took his prisoner to jail, locked
him up, and gave strict orders that no let-
ters nor communications of any kind should
pass to or from him. An examination of
Roberts’s quarters revealed considerable
counterfeit money and a convicting letter
stating that a package of two hundred dol-
lars in greenbacks had been sent C. O. D.
for the sum of twenty-five dollars.

It also discussed the circulation of the
notes and “not to have too many, out in
any one place.” The communication came
from Jefferson, Ohio, and Operator Anchisi
immediately tracked down the writer to his
lair. At that town several circulating cony
men were shadowed to the home of one
Milo Thorton. A raid was then made on
this house as suspicion pointed that the
place was a general headquarters for the
counterfeit manufacture and disposal.

Nothwithstanding this, the raid proved
bafflingly little. Hope had almost been
abandoned when an old dry well was dis-
covered in the back yard and there twenty
feet deep lay the solution of the mystery.

ing plates, ing utensils,
and many bundles of counterfeit money.

Following this, events shaped themselves
rapidly. Eight days after Roberts’s arrest
Thorton had been tried, convicted and sen-
tenced to the State prison at Columbus,
Ohio, where he had been twice previously
for the same offense. Thorton, however,
would not squeal on Roberts although con-
fessing to all of his own foul connections.

The entire affair brought about a whole-
sale rounding up of counterfeit small fry
and Iarge that struck terror to the hearts of

rogues and of those

the iron company in reference to the matter.
‘When the trial took place the develop-
‘ments showed that Roberts had exchanged
the Cleveland Iron Company’s money for
his own in counterfeit while acting as su-
perintendent and paymaster. Any informa-
tion as to the manufacture of the bogus
money was not obtained during the trial.
But when leaving the court room Roberts
said quietly to Assistant Detective Butts:
“If Anchisi won’t be too hard on me,

parts. “Easy ” Roberts with his sancti-
monious cheek, whining show of piety and
injured innocence had stalked the State for
a time but his end was that of all good
swindlers—behind the click of the great
steel door and into the home of silent men.

But +“ Sanctimonious Roberts” left a
‘bold scar outstanding on the criminal annals
of Ohio State, as well as his disillusioning
of the hedrts of many true friends and loyal
citizens.



Before the trunk was the girl, head upon one outstretched arm

THE PURPLE SHADOW

"By an Ryerson

BECAUSE SHE LIED ABOUT

HER NAME -AND ADDRESS MOYA DOUBLED

THE SUSPICIONS ALREADY FELT, BUT DENNIS STILL HAD- FAITH

girl who lived across the
hall was looking thin and
pale. As he turned into
his own street Dennis
Tharn saw her a few yards
ahead, walking with the
little drag of the feet which denotes weari-
ness and, still more surely, discouragement.
At.the corner she turned her head to look
into a window, and Dennis watched her
thoughtfully. He had had .his Cambria
apartment only two weeks, but in that
time her cheeks had become drawn and
there was a telltale shadow beneath her
eyes, Hang it all! She actually looked hun-
gry! ~  Eew

,He drew himself up suddenly. Nonsénse!
People didn’t Tive in places Tike the Cam-
bria and go hungry. And yet— She was
some sort of artist. The portfolio under her
arm and the studio apartment told that.

Perhaps art wasn’t going very well for the
moment. > e, R

- Speeding his feet, he climbed the apart-
ment stairs close behind her and entered
the automatic elevator. )

« Sixth floor, ist’t it?” he inquired, push-
ing the button. There was no answer, and
he saw she was pressed against the side
of the cage, eyes closed, the last vestige
of color drained from her face. “ Look
here!” he exclaimed. “You're ill—let me
help you.” i

She shook her head faintly. “ No, no—
I’ be all right in a moment.”

The machine clicked at their floor, and
she stepped from the car, and walked down.
the hall slowly but firmly. The momentary,
faintness seemed to have passed and a dimy
color stained her cheeks. But the eyes, blue,
behind their fringe of black lashes, looked}
overlarge for her slender face: RS
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“Thank you,” she said in dismissal.
“I'm quite all right now.”

“But—” Dennis sputtered.
leave you like this.”

The girl smiled.

“1 was only tired,” she said., “ A little
rest is all I need.”

Dennis plunged ahead hopefully:

“ See here—I don’t mean to presume, but
T’'m-Dennis Thorn, of the Chronicle dra-
matic department; and I live just across
the hall. I wonder—that is—won’t you
take a bit of supper. with me? Vou're not
well enough to cook for yourself. If you'd
rather not eat with me, I'll bring it in to
you. I can’t help feeling something to
eat is just what you need.”

He broke off, red with.vexation. What
evil genius had urged him to make that par-
ticular blunder? ’

“T'm not hungry,” she said coldly.
“ Though it is very kind of you to offer.
‘Thank you.”

An instant later the door closed gently
but firmly in his face.

Dennis crossed the hall, his brow wrin-
Kled in thought. Hang it all! He had only
wanted to help her, and she had acted
like an insulted princess. Perhaps it was
that unlucky remark about food. At the
door to his rooms he ran full force into
Sampson, the janitor.

“ Just been fixing your radiator,” said
that worthy. “Doing ’em all over the
house.”

“ Good thing,” agreed Dennis vaguely;
then, as the other crossed the hall: “ Wait
a minute. Are you going in there?”

“Yep. Going to give it the once-over.”

“ See here;” said Dennis. “ The girl in
that apartment almost fainted when I
brought her up in the elevator. I wish
you’d see how she is.” He proffered a cigar,
and the other bit into it.

“Sure I will,” he said, and rang the

11

“T can't

Inside his own half open door Dennis
waited. It was foolish, of course, but he’d
feel just a little easier if he knew. The
door across the hall opened; he heard the
volces of Sampson and the girl. The door
closed. There was a moment of silence,
then suddenly came a scream. The janitor
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appeared. His eyes were staring and for an
instant he was unable to speak. Then:

“C'm herel” he said. “ That girl—she’s
fainted. And there’s a man in there—
dead!”

The studio across the hall was large,

larger than Dennis’s own. As he entered

the door it spread out before him like‘a

modérn stage setting. There was a great

north light wah hangmg curtains of mauve,
d in vivid

and, in the foreground, an open trunk.

Before'the trunk was the girl, head upon

one outstretched arm. Beyond, in the an-
gle between the trunk and a couch, lay the
huddled body of a man.
. In an instant Dennis had crossed the
room and was upon his knees beside the
girl. She stirred a little at his touch, and
the lashes fluttered against her cheeks. As
he lifted her to the couch she looked up
into his eyes.

“Did I dream it?” she whispered. “ Or
was there—something?”

The janitor had disappeared. For an in-
stant they were alone.

“Tm afraid it’s true,” he said gently.
“But don’t be frightened. The police will
come in a moment.”

“Police!” She struggled to rise. “ Will
they ask questions? Will they want to
know my name?”

“Why, yes.” He was puzzled. “Of
course.” .

With an effort the girl rose and stood
swaying on her feet.

“But I can’t!” she said. “T can’t talk
to them! I must go!”

“You can’t go,” said Dennis kindly.
“They'll want to know how you hap-
pened to find—that.” Involuntarily he mo-
tioned toward the huddled shape in the
shadow; and she shuddered as she turned to
him,

“T've got to trust you,” she said. “ Will
you do something for me now—at once?”
She was regarding him with feverish ear-
nestness, and, in spite of himself, he caught
her excitement. . )

“ Yes,” he promised, “ anything.”

An instant later she had crossed the
room and disappeared into the hallway to
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some room. within. When she reappeared
she was holding an envelope in her hand.

“XKeep this for me,” she said. “Don’t
let any one see it—please!”

The door was flung open, and an officor

entered, followed by Sampson and two other
men. Vaguely Dennis recognized the man-
ager and the hall boy from below. The
officer, after a hasty glance, bent over the
body.
“H-m}
found him?”

“T did,” said Sampson. “ Came in to fix
a radiator.”

“ Save all that,” said the other briefly.
“ Man 'l come from headquarters and take
it. ‘What we need is a doctor.”

“T've sent for one,” said the manager.
“ Here he is now.”

The doctor entered—a quiet person, who
examined the body briefly. .

“ Dead, of course?” inquired the officer.

“Yes, twenty minutes or half an hour,
1 should say. Stabbed with something sharp
and thin—stiletto probably.” For an in-
stant there was silence, then the doctor
looked up with a little exclamation.
“ Here!” he said. “ The young lady—she’s
going to faint.” .

The girl pulled herself together and
shook her head.

“No—no—I'm all right. But if I might
go to my room—""

“ Sure you can, miss,” said the officer,
not unkindly. “Only, don’t leave the
apartment until they come from headquar-
ters.”

‘With a wan little smile in his direction,
the girl crossed the room, and Dennis saw
her catch at the door for support as she
passed through. For a moment he waited,
then slipped after her.

A closed door faced him at the end of
the hall.

“It’s Dennis Thorn,” he said, knocking
softly.- “Is there anything I can do?”

She half cpened the door and stood out-
lined against the light beyond.

“Yes—oh, yes! I want that envelope
again.”

Puzzled, he reached in his pocket and
passed it to her. As he did so his fingers,
half unconsciously, appraised the small par-

Stabbed!” he said. “ Who
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cel. Tt was long and slin™ % held, , upl
takably a bit of cardboard

“ Thank yon,” she said. “ And now I—
I think I'd like to be alone.”

| haired man with a. square,
unshaved jaw was bending
over the body, while a short-
er individual peered out the window. The
tall man swung about.

“ Here you are!” he said. “ Thorn, dra-
matic critic on the Chromicle, aren’t you?
T'm Haynes, from hudquamls, and this
—intimating the other—is Durkee. We
want to hear what you have to say. First
place—know this manp”

“No,” said Dennis.
before.”

“That goes for every one™
Haynes. “ Unless that girl in there—"

“TIl call her,” said Dennis eagerly; but
the other caught his arm.

“ Get her, Durkee,” he said.

For an instant there was silence, then
the girl apeared on the threshold. Omt-
lined against the mauve curtains, she
seemed very fragile, and her eyes looked
outfmmafacethatwnspmfnllydmwn
and white.

Haynes regarded her grimly.

“I want to ask you a few qushons,”

“ Never saw him

said

be said. “ Miss—Miss—"
“ Neil,” she said—“ Moya Neil. I'll tell
you all I can.”

“ Then, who is this manp”

The question was shot like a bullet, and
Dennis caught his breath. The girl an-
swered quietly:

“He is—I mean he was—Hugh Craf-
ton, editor of Tatile Tale” .

“ Crafton!” Haynes started. “ How do
you know?”

“Because this wery afternoon I was
talking to him.

“ Then,” barked Haynes—* then he was
here to see you?”

“ No—T talked to him at his office.”

He brushed aside her answer. »

“But he did come to see you!” he i in-
sisted.

8FW
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" “He coulln’t have come to see me be-
jcause—he diin’t know ¥ was living here.”

“ Then what was he doing here?”

« “ Oh ”—she wrung her hands in a little
futde gesture—“ how should I know? It
all sounds absurd, but I haven't the faint-
est ides what he was doing in this apen-
ment.”

“ Why were yon at his office?”
. »"“ Psx an illustrator,” she said. “ I'd been
dmgamﬁe work for thc Tattle Tale. Ob”
4-as Dennis started—*“ I know it’s not the
sort of magazine one ought to work for, but

I needed the money desperately for—for
some one else. This afternoon Mr. Crafton
said be wanted some sketches in a hurry,
60 ¥ went down to his office. We talked for
about twenty minutes before I left.”

“What time did you leave the office?”

She scemed to hesitate. “I don’t know
exactly. I got home about quarter of six.
X fancy it nmust have been quarter past five
when I left the office.”

“ You came straight home?” i

She caught her breath, then nodded slow-
#y. “ Yes—F came straight home.”

Haynes thrust his pale face forward sud-
@enly until his green-gray eyes were peering
into hers. “You must have been in the

five—ten minutes before the
janitor arrived—"

Pennis interrupted. “ Two or three at
the most,” he said. “ I came up in the ele-
vator with Miss Neil.”

“ Two or three, then,” amended Haynes.
“ Why didn’t you see the body when you
came in?”

“I—F was dreadfully tired,” she fal-
tered. “I only turned on the drop light
and went straight to my bedroom. When
the janitor came I turned on the overhead
lights, and he—that is, we both saw that.”
, She stretched out her arm toward the sheet-
ed figure beside the trunk, “ He was lying
'there -dead.”

“ You're suve,” he insinuated, “
ygl didn’t see anything before?”

For a moment her fingers twisted in her
Iap, then she drew a deep breath.

“¥ know it sounds crazy,” she said.
“But Pve got to tell you. When 1 went
through the studio that first time I did
glance over toward that corner. I didn’t

oFW

very sure
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see the body at all, but there was a shadow
on the floor, and it—it looked purple.”

“ Parple!” Haynes snorted. “What do

L mean—purple?”’

“T don’t know,” said the girt miserably.
“1It was only a glance out of the corner of
my eye, but I remember thinking ‘ That

is purple.’ Perhaps it’s because I'm
an artist and see color in things.”

Haynes rose to his feet with a grumt.

“ Guess we won't waste much time over
that,” he said. “ What we got to do is to
find out what Crafton was doing here any-
way. You say jou can’t tell us that—eh?”

“Y wish ¥ knew,” said the girt wearily.
“He couldn’t have been here to see me
because I—I—that is, there were reasons
why I didn’t want him to know where I
Tived. You see, this isn’t really my apart-
ment.” .

“Not yours! Then whose—"

“ Bt belongs to Helena Haight.”

“ Haight, the actress?”

“Ves. She’s away on a yachting trip. I
met her at a studio tea, and she—she rather
took a fancy to a sketch I did of her. She
offered to let me use her apartment while
she was gone. At first I refused. Then later
I found I needed every cent I could get,
and I gave up my own rooms and moved
in here. She’dgwmmeakeyincasel
changed my mind.”

“You didn’t let her know you’d moved

P

“No—at least I don’t know. I wrote
her, but the letter may not have reached
her. She’s off the coast of Florida some-
where in a yacht called the Ursula.” '

For a moment Haynes pondered, then his
eyes fell on the trunk.

“Why’s that here?” he
“ Going to skip out, were you?”

“No!” She caught her breath. “ No—I
—1 just wanted something out of it.”

“ Al right! All right!” he said. “ That’s
enough now. You can go to your room.
Only, don’t try to get away—that’s alll”
‘Fhere was a menace in his tone, and the
girl started.

“You mean—you can’t mean you"re
going to keep me here!”

“So you were leaving town!” he
snapped. “ Where were you going? Home?

demanded.
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Oh, I know you're not a New Yorker.

Where are you from?”

“ Where?” She seemed to be fighting
for breath. “ Boston,” she said finally.
“ Address?”

“Eleven twenty-four Park Circle.”

“ Al right. Tl talk to you again later.”

The girl turned, but at the door she
started. Durkee was standing between the
curtains. He grinned at her knowingly.

“What you trying to do?” he asked.
“Burn up the place?”

With a little startled sob she slipped
past him and into the shadows beyond.

“ Look here!” Dennis turned on Haynes.
“ What do you mean?”

“Hold on! Hold on!” said the other
good-naturedly. “ Don’t lose your shirt un-
il you learn a little more.” And to Durkee:
“ What’s that about burning?”

“ Been burning something in her room.
When that fool officer let her go in alone.
Found the room full of smoke and paper
ash caught on the sill.”

“ Huh!” said Haynes, “ Destroying evi-
dence, eh?” And with a grin at Dennis:
“ Looks bad for your little friend!”

“ She isn’t my little friend,” flared Den-
nis. “I never spoke to her until this after-
noon.”

“ Then ”—Haynes flicked his cigar—
“ why’d you send the Ja.mtor in to see how
she was?”

Dennis started. Of course the janitor
would tell, and they would argue a certain
intimacy from the fact. Eagerly he re-
counted the events of the afternoon.

Haynes grunted.

“ All right,” he said. “1 take your word
for it. What you tell me only makes things
blacker—especially the girl’s looking so
sick when you brought her up.”

“ But, don’t you see—" Dennis was ex-
asperated. “ The man was murdered before
she came into the room! The doctor said
he'd been dead half an hour.”

“ Sure I see!” said the other. “ But there
was nothing to prevent her having been
here earlier. She might have finished him
off, gone out to establish an alibi, and come
back later to * discover ’ him.”

“ But—” Dennis began, then broke off.
It was all logical enough, but nothing—no
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power on earth—could make him believe
the girl in there a murderess.

“T don’t know Miss Neil,” he said slow-
ly. “As I told you, we never spoke until
to-day. But I'm not going to let a false
accusation be hung on any woman. I'm
going to take care of her interests in this
business, if you don’t mind.”

“Sure I don’t mind,” said the other
easily. “Help yourself!” And quite sud-
denly he grinned. “ Anyway, don’t worry.
Guilty or not, they’ll never hang her—not
with those eyes and that hair!”

juis

T was momlng before he saw
the girl again. In the mean-
time she had spent gruelling
hours in the district attorney’s
office. As she opened the door
of the studio he saw that her eyes had
grown larger, her cheeks more drawn, and
there were little lines of pain about her
mouth. As she sank upon the chaise longue
her head tipped back against the lilac cush-
ions, and she seemed for a moment una.ble
to speak.

“Look here,” said Dennis miserably,
“it’s horrible- sudx a thing should happen
to you, but it 'l all come out right in the
end.”

“You dont understand,” she said.
“ There are other things that worry me.”

“‘ You must tell me about them,” he said.
“ How can I help you if you don’t?”

She regarded him gravely. “I don’t
dare. T've only known you for such a little
time, and you’re on a paper, aren’t you?
T can't take the risk. There’s some one in-
volved besides myself, you see.”

Back of the pain in her eyes he glimpsed
a certain fear.

“ All right,” he sighed. “ Have it your
own way. Tell me what you can,; and Il
do my best.”

“But there isn’t anything to tell,” she
said, “ except the few things I've repeated
over and over. They ”—she shivered
slightly—“ that awful Haynes and the
people down town simply won’t let me
alone, because the man who was Crafton’s
assistant, Joseph Koons, told them Mr.
Crafton and I had a quarrel yesterday.”
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“.And did you?’ .

“ Yes. You see, I'd done things for him
defore. 1 didn’t like the paper, of course,
‘but the stuff I'd done was all right. Just
cartoons and headings. But the job he
wanted me to do yesterday was different,
¥ou know the sart of thing he prints?”

“J do,” said Dennis grimly. S5
stoff that s just short of libel. Did you
know he was even suspected of black-
mail?”

“ 1 didn’t until yesterday,” she told him.
“He—he’d been rather nice to me, you
see, always kind and considerate. But yes-
terday I saw all at once what he was. He
wanted me to do thumbmail sketches for
the margin of a story—oh, a dreadful story
of some woman’s past. And he didn’t in-
tend to print it at once. He was going to
show it to her first and see whether she'd
buy it from him. That’s why we were talk-
ing so loud—that and the fact that he—he
was rather making love to me.”

¥ But, good Lard! Don’t you see how
important all this is?” demanded Dennis.
“That story would establish & motive for
the killing.”

The girl shook her head.

“ Mr. Haynes didn't think so. You see,
from what Crafton said I gathered that
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Tl go down and talk to Haynes.” He
glanced about the studio. “Surely you’re
not staying here?”

“ Yes,” she said bravely, “It’s rather
terrihle, of course, but T've really no other
place to go, and I thought perhaps I might
find something to help us if I stayed.”

“ That's the stuff!” He reached out and
clasped her hand. “ Il order lunch sent in
%0 you. Oh, don’t object—I’m giving or-
ders now! I'll be back later and tell you
what luck.”

For a moment he smiled at her, and her
lips curved into a faint pathetic reflection;
g?tﬂdm eyes were the eyes of a frightened

It was the memory of that smile that
drove Dennis at white heat to the office of
the prosecuting attorney. Haynes was there,
going over evidence, and he grinned at sight
of Dennis,

“ What do you think -of your little friend
by now?” he mqmred

““Te come,” said Dennis, attempting to
keep his temper, “to fmd out how long
‘you’re going to badger her. She’s told you
all she knows.” -

“ Her real name, for instance?”

“What do you mean? Tt’s ‘Neil, of

she—the woman—didn’t know any one had course.”

dugup'hupast. It was going to be a hor-
aible mx'pnse ‘when she found out.”

“ Then "—Denmis spdke eagerly—“ per«
haps she Xilled him when he told het."

“ But why here?” asked the girl. “ Don’t
you see that’s the inexplicable part about
it? He'd gotten just a little too friendly
lately, and T’d never let him know where
I lived. What was he doing here in my
studio?” .

Dennis was thinking rapidly.
don’t know who this woman is?”

“No. I stopped him while he was read-
ing it. He hadn’t gone a page before I
knewnopowerenw\‘.hcolﬂdgetmem
illustrate the thing.”

Dennis xose to his feet.

“ We've got to find that story! Whetler
it was on him when he was killed or whether
it is among his things in the office, we must
lay our hands on it somehow. If it's found
it may give us some clew to the woman,

“¥ou

“No, it isn't,” said the-other. “ At least,
@ot of Boston. That address was a fake—
and her clothing’s marked with a « K.’ ”

Demnis sank into & chair, something
catching at his throat. “How do you
know?”

“Telegraphed—and searched her rooms.

, that story about going straight home
from Crafton’s office is bunk. Koons says
she left the office before four hirty—too
early for the subway rush. She’d have been
home by five. That leaves three-quarters
of an hour unaccounted for—and half an
hour of it Crafton was lying there dead.
What did she do in that time?”

“Let me see,” said Dennis, dazed. “ He
was killed about five fifteen, you think?”

“Yes. He left the office about quaiter
of five in a taxi. That gave him time to
get to the Cambria and the girl time to get
home.”

Dennis broke in on him suddenly: “ By
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the way, what did you find in his pockets—
Crafton’s, I mean?”

“Oh!” Haynes grinned. “ You're think-
ing of that blackmail yarn! Nothing in
it! There wasn’t any such document, either
in his pockets nor in the office.”

“ Perhaps he disposed of it somewhere.”

“ Rot. If her story’s true, he had it at
four thirty. He left the office fifteen min-
utes later, and Koons saw him take a taxi
at the curb. We've traced the taxi to the
door of the Cambria. How could he. have
gotten rid of it on the way—unless he tore
it up? You'll admit that wasn’t likely, in
view of its value. Oh, I tell you that yarn
is just a red herring she’s trying to draw
across her trail.”

His voicé changed. “ You ask me what
was found in his pockets, and I'll tell you.
His watch and some small change—and a
check for two hundred dollars made out
to your friend, Miss Moya alias Neil!”

“A check for two hundred!”

“ Yes. She says she doesn’t know any-
thing about it—and Koons says she’d never
received any such amount before.” He
swung his feet to the floor. “ That’s one
of the little things I want to look up, and
then—I think we’ll have your little friend
‘where we want her.”

“You mean—you can’t mean, you're
going to arrest her!”

“ Just that!” said Haynes. “I've been
talking with the office here, and they think
if a couple of things I have in mind turn
out they’ll have enough to go on.”

“ But,” Dennis raged, “ just to lcok at
her you can see—"

“Sure I can see,” said Haynes. “ I can
see how she could get any man going—
Crafton, and you too. But she’s not the first
curly-haired baby I've put behind the bars.
Though I'm bound to admit the jury’s let
most of ’em out again.”

He dropped his hand on Dennis’s arm.
“ Now, looky here, Thorn. I like you, and
my advice is not to get yourself mixed up
in this thing. The girl’s guilty as hell. The
way I've got it doped out, she was playing
Crafton. Either she had something on him
or else she was letting him make love to
her.

“ She went up to his office that afternoon
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for money—you heard her say she needed
it bad.

“ They get into a quarrel, and she grabs
up something—probably a letter opener—
and lets him have it. Then she goes out and
disposes of the thing, whatever it is that
she’s used. She gets to thinking about the

-body lying there and somé one coming in

and finding it. So she goes back again.
You took her up inthe elevator. You said
she almost fainted, and you helped her to
the door. Did she ask you in?”

“No,” said Dennis shortly, “ she didn’t.”

“ Not likely—with that thing lying there.
Well—she .opens her trunk and gets all
fixed up to hide the body inside. But the
janitor comes in and spills the -beans.
There—can you pick any flaw in that?”

“No,” said Dennis. “I can’t, because
the whole thing’s absurd. How could he
have gone to see her when he didn’t know
where she lived?”

“You've only the girl’s word for that.”

“ Did any one see Crafton go up?” asked
Dennis suddenly.

“ No—nor the girl—nor you, en.her, for
that matter. The desk boy says he doesn’t
pay much attention to people going in and
out. The switchboard’s placed so he’d have
to turn to do it.”

He leaned forward. “ I gotta run along
now, but I'll tell you one thing. If she’s
going to keep out of jail, your little friend’s
got to prove an alibi for that half hour.”

“1 see,” said Dennis slowly. In the back
of his mind a thought was forming. “I
think I'll go out too.”

“My advice to you is to keep out of
it,” said Haynes. “Are you going to
take it?” =

“I am not!” Dennis squared his jaw.
“ And what’s more—I'm going to dlg up
that alibi!”

v

HE force of the declaration sent
him out onto the street, but

but the faint beginnings of a
theory based on the one thing he knew and
the police didn’t. The form of the papers
the girl had burned in her room.



He groped back, trying to
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“ You've di somethingi” he said
eagerly. = -

the feel of the envelope she had put in his
hand. It was long and slim, with printing
on the outside. Of that he was sure. And
inside was something which felt like card-
board. What was there that had printing
on the envelope? Theater tickets? No. The
cardboard was too large for that. Photos?
Hardly. Railway tickets? He paused sud-
denly. That was it! What was it Haynes
had said about her leaving town?

He swung. ahout and retraced his steps.
‘The thing ta do was to try the ticket offices
nearest the Tattle Tgle office. There
were several, but he invaded them all until
he found the clerk he wanted. The man re-
membered yesterday afternoon. Yes, a girl
had bought a ticket—good-looking girl,
iblue suit, he thought; anyway, fur around
the neck and sleeves. Quite late—four or
four thirty. The ticket? Oh, to some little
jerk water place up Massachusetts way—
Galvindale, or was it Balvindale? Wait—
be had it! Kalvindale! Had quite a time
warking out connections. Sold the ticket to
ithe nearest stop—Leadville. Why'd he
want to know?

Dennis thanked him and departed. So
that was where she had been! Not at her
apartment, but in a ticket office. The fact,
once proved, might form an alibi for that
fatal half hour, but would it help her? She
had been so pitiably anxious to hide the
ticket—had risked everything to burn it.
And—he paused in sudden thought—mmight
not Haynes argue that she was planning
what he called a get-away?

No—it would not do to turn the discov-
ery over without some further thought—
certainly not without talking to Moya.

“ Moya "—he was calling her that in his
thoughts, he found. It might not be her
name, but it fitted her somehow. Well—
e squared his shoulders—he’d have it out
with her once and for all. Perhaps now
that he knew about the ticket she’d be will-
ing to.give her confidence. Unconsciously
he hurried his footsteps toward the apart-
ment,

Moya met him at the door. At first
glance he saw she had something of fm-
portance to tell him, Her eyes were bright
and there was a faint color in her cheeks.

“Ves. At least I hope so.” She: drew
him into the room. “Do you see that
‘window there—the big north light?”

His face fell. “ They’ve been over that
and-the fire escape with a fine-tooth comb,”
he said. “I was out there myself. No
ﬁng«:pﬁ:):)ts, and no ‘footprints that told
an,

“1 know,” she said. “ But somebody did
go down the fire escape.”

“ How do you know?”

“ Come here.” A

He followed her out the window onto
the platform. An instant later she was be-
low him on the step.

“Do you see that?” She was pointing
at a space in the ornamental grillework, and
he followed her gaze.

“Thread,” she said. “ A piece ‘of silk
thread caught in the grillework. I dom’t
want to touch it. Will you take it out?”

Dennis disengaged the trifle. As it lay
in his palm they both bent over,. her hair
brushing his cheek.

“ Twisted silk,” she pointed out. “ Fin-
ished at both ends. Don’t you see what
that means?”

“ No,” he admitted stupidly, “I don’t.”

“¥t’s from a tassel,” she said. “ That’s
the only thing that would be like that. If
it were fringe, it ’d only be finished at one
end. See—it’s bent in the middle where it
caught into the top.”

““ Of course,” said Dennis. “ That’s what
it is—a tassel, and not a very large one,
either.”

“Too small to have been on curtains, I
think,” said Moya. “ More likely a wom-
an’s dress or hand bag.” For a moment they
stared at each other, then, “ Did you notice
the color?” she asked softly.

“ Purple!”” said Dennis sudden]y
all that’s holy—purple”

Together they climbed the stair and,went
back into the room. In the center of the
studio. she turned to him.

“ Do you think,” she said, breathless—
“ do you think it will help?”

He was regarding it thoughtfully.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “Of
course Haynes might say you’d planted it

«By
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there, sor that it blew from some upper
window and had been there for we

‘¢ Oh, Haynes—" She dismissed him. “ I
wasn’t thinking about Haynes. What seems
important to me*is that some one was on
the fire escape. You see, it couldn’t have
blown down from above—it was too firmly
wedged in the iron; and as to the time ele-

ment—do you remember when it rained

last?”

“ By Jovel” said Dennis. “It rained
Wednesday—the night before he was
killed! And this hasn’t been wet!” She
nodded, lips apart, and he touched her
hand. “ You’re a wonder,” he said simply.
“T’d never have thought of that.”

“Then you think it might help—" she
began.

“ Wait until T think,” he begged. “ Of
course the fact that some one was there
might help us in working out a theory, but
you’d never be able to get Haynes to ac-
cept it—not unless.some one saw her. And
they couldn’t. The fire escape’s built
against a blank wall, you know, an
no one can be seen, even from the other
apartments.”

‘The light died out of her face.

“T’d so hoped it would help,” she said.
“1T wanted to do something.”

“You have,” he assured her. “ And I'm
going to ask you to do something else.
There’s no use there being any secrecy be-
tween us now. You see, they've learned at
headquarters that you aren’t Moya Neil
from Boston, and I ”—he leaned forward—
“T've found out where you were at four
thirty that afternoon.”

She started. “ Then—then you. know!”

“ Everything,” he said quietly. “ That
you bought a ticket to Leadville; that yon
were planning to leave that night.”

For a long moment she sat, twisting her
slender hands in her lap; then:

““1 suppose,” she said, “ I was foolish to
try to hide it, but I did so hope they would
not find it out—the police, I mean. But now
if they know—"

“They don’t know,” he assured her,
“You don’t suppose I told them?”

“ You mean we can keep them from
finding out?”

“T think so. You see, I only guessed
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because of the envelope you handed me
that night—the one you burned.”

She flushed. “ What you must think of
me!” she said. “I—I should have trusted
you, of course, but I've always heard of the
dreadful way newspaper men get their sto-
ries. You see, it isn’t just myself. It might
mean life or death to some one else.”

“ You still don’t want to tell me?”

“Yes,” she said, “ I'll tell you now, of
course. It’s my mother.” A sudden wave
of relief broke over Dennis. He had feared
—he scarcely knew what. The girl hurried
on. “ She’s lived all her life in Kalvindale—
it was named after my great-grandfather.
My name is really Moya Kalvin.”

“ Then Moya Neil—"

“Wait, Il explain. When I came to
New York I thought I was going to be a
great artist—a portrait painter. Then I
found T’d only a certain knack for ‘carica-
ture. I began doing things for the maga-
zines and sending money to mother. But
she was so horribly proud that I let her
think it came from portraits, and I ligned‘
my sketches Moya Neil.”

“ She ”—Dennis hesitated—“ she need-
ed the money then?”

“Yes. We've been getting poorer and
poorer, every year. But I've been able to
send enough to make her quite comfortable.
That is, until last’ month. She wrote me
she had to have an operation. It was to
send money for that I did work for Tatile
Tale—and moved here. They ”—her lips
trembled and her eyes filled with tears—
“ they say she’ll get well if she isn’t wor-
ried.”

A sudden light dawned on Dennis. “ So
that’s why you didn’t want your name
known!”

“Yes. It would be in all the papers and
Kalvindale—oh, you don’t know what a
small town is like! My working for Tattle
Tale—Crafton’s being found dead in my
apartment—nothing, no explanation would
ever have settled the gossip in Kalvindale.
It would kill my mother.”

“ And you were going home last night?”

“Yes,” she smiled. “ Haynes was right
there. I wasn’t-going until next week, and
was packing my trunk slowly; but after
that awful interview with Mr. Crafton I
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decided to go at once. I simply kated New
York. So I bought my ticket and burried
home.”

“ Well—" Dennis rose to go. “I think
I see a lot farther than I did before; but
one thing more: You know they haven’t
been able to trace the thing Crafton was
killed with. I was wondering. Is there—
was there any sharp thing about the studio
that might have been used? Anything that
lay convenient to hand?”

For a moment she considered.

“ Nothiing I can think of,” she said slow-
ly. “Of course there are knives in the
kitchen, but that’s too far, isn’t it? And
there’s a paper cutter on the table. One
of those .blunt Christmas present things
that wouldn’t cut butter.”

“Ts it still there?” He crossed to the
table. “ What are these?” .

She followed his eyes. « Oh—Just my
working kit. Brushes, pallet knife—that
sort of thing.”

« Pallet knife,” he said slowly. “ It’s that
blunt thing, of course. Is there anything

»

“ Just a penknife,” she said, “ and that’s
oo small. It’s here.” She crossed and stood
beside him. “ Everything’s there except—"
She started and bent over. “ Why, where,
1 wonder, could it be?”

“ What?” he asked. “Is anything miss-
ing?”

“ My compasses,” she said.
gone!
that! They were about eight inches long
and folded up so that the end was sharp
as a knife. I’ve cut myself on them.”

“ You're very sure they were here?”

“Ves. I was using them before I left.
They were lying right there.”

v
'THIN four feet of where he
was stabbed,” said Dennis
slowly. “ That shows it was
not premeditated. I won-
der—” For a moment he
mused; then, suddenly: “Look here—
about that shadow. . I wonder if you could
tell me more about it?”

She shook her head. “ No. I wish I had
not said anything about it. It sounds so

“ They’re

And it could have been done with -’
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silly. All I can do is to repeat over and over

that it looked purple.”

“ Purple,” said Dennis slowly. “ But that
is not surprising, is it? The whole room is
mauve, and that’s a sort of purple.”

“I know,” said Moya.* “But it isn’t
that. It was thick and, oh, I don’t know—
full of color. If I could only make iyou see
what I mean!”

“You do!” said Dennis . I'm beginning
to see a lot of things. And I know so much
more than the police. Your real name, and
why you needed money. They’re making
quite a point of that, and what Crafton was
killed with—"

““ And the purple thread!” said the girl.

*“ Don’t forget that!”

“T'm not forgetting,” he said.” “It’s
going to.mean more than you know—that
and the shadow.”

“Oh—" She stepped forward impulsive-
ly. “ You don’t mean that you know any-
thing about that—”
lliI:h:msemllisfee‘: and took her hands in

s, .

“1 don’t know anything,” he told her.
“But I guess—oh—a lot! I want you to
promise me something. No matter what

‘happens—no matter if they come to arrest

you—you won’t be frightened. Just re-
member Ill be back before they can really
db anythmg »

“ Back—" she faltered. “Then you are
going away?”

“1 may have to. There’s something I
want to find out, and the trail may take me
anywhere. But you’ll wait for me and not
worry?”

Bravely she smiled back at him. “If
you'll only tell me about that shadow.”

He returned her smile. “ I'm going to tell
you about the shadow,” he promised.
“ And why it was purple, too!”

It was four o’clock of the next after-
noon when Dennis Thorn stepped into the
Cambria elevator and pressed. the buttom
marked “6.” He was travel-stained and
weary, but there was a smile on his lips, a
smile that broke into a grin as he caught
the sound of voices from behind the studio
door. He turned the handle and entered
quietly.
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As before, the scene spread out like the
setting of a play. There was Haynes and
Durkee to right and left, with another man,
presumably from the district attorney’s
office.

And before them was the girl, fists
clenched, head held high.

“You can’t scare me!” she was saying.
“You can’t! You can’t!”

Dennis stepped into the middle of the
.scene.

“ What’s wrong?” he inquired.

“Oh!” Moya turned to him.
you'd come! I knew!”

Quite naturally he slipped his hand with-
in the curve of her arm and turned on the
others with a grin.

“ You don’t happen to be arresting her?”

“ We are, if you want to know it!” said
Haynes truculently. “ She killed Crafton—
and what’s more, we know what she did it
with! Her drawing compass!”

“They've found it,” said Moya. “We
were right. That was what killed him.”

“ What you got to say about it?” de-
manded Haynes.

Dennis reached into an inner pocket and
drew forth a packet.

“ Only that,” he said.

For a moment the three men bent over

“I knew

the inclosed sheets, then Haynes looked up, -
, over the body.”

his jaw dropping.

“My God!” he said.
this?”

“Went for it.”

“But how did you know?”

“I didn’t,” said Dennis
¢ Just guessed.”

“ What is it?” demanded Moya. “ What
are those papers?”

Dennis reached out and look them from
Haynes.

“ This,” he said, “is the story you re-
fused to illustrate; This envelope contains
a purple silk tassel cut from a velvet cloak,
and this "—he held up a sheet of lavender
paper scrawled in lilac ink—* this is a full
confession by the one who murdered Hugh
Crafton—Helena Haight.”

“ Helenal” Moya stared.
where?”

“Here, of course. He'd sent her word
that he wanted to see her on important

“ How'd you get

cheerfully.

“But how—
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business, and she wrote she would be in
her apartment a few hours that afternoon.
You see, she’d no idea of his business and
also no ‘idea the apartment was occupied.
She arrived here about four thirty and came
upstairs without seeing any one. Ten min-
utes later Crafton came with that dreadful
story. He held it over her head and threat-
ened to print it—with illustrations. He
showed her a check made out to you which
hé said was to pay for the pictures.” -

“ So that was the reason for-the check!”

“Yes. The woman saw all that awful
past rising up before her again, and she—
well, she says she saw red. She reached
for the nearest thing to hand—it happened
to be your compasses—and flew at him like
a tiger. He fell between the couch and trunk
where you found him.”

“ But, she—she—" Moya’s voice was a
mere whisper.

“ She heard us at the door,” said Den-
nis. “Of course, seeing the trunk there,
she had guessed that you had moved in.
She realized it was too late to-escape and
hid behind the curtains by the north light.
After you were in the bedroom she opened
the window and slipped down the fire_es-
cape.”

“ But that shadow—"' Moya began.

“Was the purple cloak she had thrown'

Haynes gave a startled gasp.

“So that was it!” he said. “ And of
course she crept back after Miss Neil

through—

“And took it with her,” assented Den-
nis. “ It was over her arm when she went
down the fire escape, and a bit of tassel
caught in the grillework.”

“But how ”—Moya was staring up at

—“ how did ;you ever guess?”

* Why, it’s written all about you! Don’t
you see? Everything in this room is either
mauve, lavender, or purple. The very
writing paper is orchid, and the ink is
violet. Wouldnt a woman who loved a
color be likely to dress herself in it> And
with the purple thread as a.clew— Well, I
went down to the paper and looked up the
doings of the Ursula party. Found they
were down at Newport News. I slipped
down there for a few hours. It didn't take™
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me long to find Miss Haight had gone to
New York for a single twenty-four hours,
and those hours were the hours of the mur-
der.”

Haynes staned forward. “ Where is she
now?”

“1 don’t know,” said Denms, selecting a
cigarette and snapping a match alight.
“On her way to South' America, I hope—
or the north pole. I let her see I knew
the whole thing, then offered to let her
escape for that—” He waved his hand to-
ward the confession. “ To tell the truth, I
didn’t think the removal of Crafton was
anything but a boon to humanity, and—"
He chuckled.

For a moment Haynes glared, then a re-
luctant grin broke over his face.
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““You win!” he said. “I suppose I've
got to apologize to Miss Neil. But really—
you can hardly blame a fellow, finding those
compasses of hers under the cushions of
the divan—and her refusing to give her
real name—it all lcoked pretty black. I'd
give a good deal,” he added wistfully, “ to
know what her real nameis.”

Dennis picked up his hat and handed it
to him meaningly.

“That,” he said, “is one of the things
you will never, never know. But, if it’s
worrying you, Il tell you something—it
wouldn’t do you any good to learn her
name, because I'm not going to let it stay
what it is very long.”

And with a little grin he bowed them into

e hall.
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TTINGS for crime are not al-
ways religiously selected. The
necessity for the marauder to

do his deed often at an inop-
portune time or forego the do-,

ing of 1t often forces queer semn@ for the

of

Such was the case with one Don Mu:hul
a resident of a small hamlet in Spain. He
had hospitably entertained a brother in his
home for several weeks when he learned
through one of his servants that this shel-
tered brother had made seductive advances
upon his wife. And his wife had not
spurned them.

The infuriated Don Michael attempted
to murder both the brother and wife with
his poniard, but succeeded only in badly
wounding them. The two evildoers fled for
their lives. Don Michael made an oath he
would have the life of his brother at all
costs. Of this oath the brother heard dnd
Jjourneyed to remote parts of Spain. Vears
elapsed, and Don Michael had almost de-
spaired of being able to inflict his sworn
oath of vengeance.

The brother, perhaps repenting of his
sins, perhaps seeking a cloak under which
to hide in safety, turned to a monastery at
Scalvi. He entered into the novitiate and
pronounced the solemn vows.

- At this time there was, in the town, the
jubilee of the year and therein Don Michael
was making himself merry. Through one of
the townsfolk he learned of the presence of
his brother at these religious ceremonies
then in order. He made immediate haste
to the church and entered the sacristy,
where his brother sat. Here he awaited the
conclusion of the sexvice.

Affairs over, the friends and brother the-
ologists approached one after the other to
offer their congratulatory embraces. Don
Michael was urged by friénds to enter in
likewise with a humble heart and ask con-
ciliation. Apparently moved by the en-

reaties of his friends, Don Michael went

forward with the others.

As he advanced he made a humble ad-
dress. The new young priest extended his
arms and pressed his brother to his bosom.
As he did so his knees were seen to crumple;
a low groan trembled from his lips, and
he sank in a faint to the floor.

Don Michael, brandishing a crimson dag-
ger before the horror-struck priesthood
kicked the corpse at his feet and exclaimed:

1 have caught thee at last.”

‘Thereupon he fled, and such was the con-
fusion and dumb amazement of all that
the murderer escaped and has never been
discovered to this day.



Among other things found upon him were two five-pound notes
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” MARK

By R. M. Freeman

INSPECTOR HICKMOTT KNEW * THE CHICKEN,” BUT

IT. TOOK MORE THAN ONE TO FILL THE COOP

'UR old friend, Inspector
Hickmott, was strolling
eastward along the Strand
on a raw, rather foggy
evening in late November.
To all appearances he was
simply loafing, his demeanor being, more
than anything else, suggestive of the bored
idler who was just out to kill time. That
suggestion, - of course, was designedly
fallacious.

“The inspector was abroad on business—
professional business. He was, in fact, on
the Tookout for a certain “long firm™
gentleman who was urgently wanted.. And
as this individual was known to be a fre-
quenter of the drinking bars in and around
the Strand, Inspector Hickmott was draw-
ing this neighborhood first as the most
likely hunting ground in which to find his
quarry,

The inspector was dressed for the local-
-ity. As, when business led him into Bond

Street or_ Piccadilly he would invariably
assume the regulation frock coat'and topper
of the West End clubman; as, when in-
vestigating in the purlieus of Hoxton or
‘Whitechapel, he would don the attire of the
typical East End artisan; so now, in this
West Central Bohemia, he was habited
Bohemianwise.

A brown Trilby hat was perched a little
rakishly on his bullet head. An Inverness
cape enveloped him to the knees, His feet
were encased in boots of the hue which they
know m:.het.radeas“wn!.low" He had, in
fact, all the cut of the second or third-rate
theatrical man—of the‘type which is as
common in the Strand as are blackberries in
a country lane.

There are those who like to make them-
selves conspicuous. Not.so the detective
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officer of the C1.D. His réle is rather one
of modest self-effacement; his aim to pass
unnoticed in his natural assimilation with
his surroundings.

Just at the corner of Southampton Street
the inspector met a man in whose face his

keen, though outwardly unobservant, eyes -

instantly recognized something familiar. It

was not the man he was looking for, but it -

was a man whose photographs, in various
make-ups, were included in a certain in-
teresting picture gallery at New Scotland
Yard. The last time Inspector Hickmott
had seen him in the flesh, now more than
two years ago, he was wearing a ragged
sandy beard and mustache. Now he was
clean-shaven. But almost in a moment the
inspector had identified him.

“By Jovel That’s The Chicken,” he
muttered to himself. “What's he doing
herg, I wonder.

He turned away in an apparently aimless
fashion and proceeded to follow that in-
dividual, After traveling a few hundred
yards westward the other entered the saloon
bar of a tavern on the north side of the
Strand. Inspector Hickmott lounged in
after him and ordered himself a whisky and
soda. Glancing carelessly round as he
sipped the beverage he saw that the man
he was foll

wg»
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“You ought to get your own back ghis
-journey,” remarked The Chicken genially.
“You had cruel luck last night. I never
saw the balls run so badly.”

“Yes, it was a bit off, wasn’t it?” ans-
wered the young man. “ Shall we string?”

They strung. It fell to the young man
to break the balls.

“The usual quid, eh?” he mqmred of
The Chicken as he opened with a miss in
balk,

“Right-o!” replied the Chicken, mrhf-
ferently. -

* Then play began in earnest.

The Chicken at the commencement of the
game appeared to be dead out of form. He
rmssed some ridiculously easy shofs. But

knew

billiards. And he soon perceived that '.hat
wily individual was merely doing what is
vulgarly known as “kidding.” This view
was entirely -confirmed when The Chicken
came away toward the end of the game with
an ished thirty and ran out winner by
eight points.

Two more hundreds were played. Each
time The Chicken just won, and each time
a sovereign changed hands. Inspector
Hickmott took it all in with a cynical gleam
in his eye. So The Chicken was amusing
himsel

g had already
from the bar. And as he certainly ‘had not
left by the street entrance it was obvious
that he must have passed out through the
opposite door, which led into the billiard
room at the back of the premises.
Thither, with his half-finished drink in

his hand, Inspector Hickmott presently re- .

paired. The Chicken, alios Tom Slick, alias
Carrots, and incidentally one. of the
«cleverest forgers of the day, was a man
worth keeping under observation. Inspector
Hickmott strolled casually across to the
raised settee at the top of the room and sat
down as if to watch the play.
. The Chicken and a fresh-complexioned
young man, quite twenty years his junior,
were taking off their coats. Three other
men, typical billiard room loafers, were
Jounging on the settee. None of them took
any particular notice of Inspector Hickmott.
The players selected their cues and began
to chalk them.

the intervals of more serious
business, no doubt—by snapping up uncon-
sidered trifles in the shape of sovereigns
from young fools who fancied themselves at
billiards. However, it was no business of
his, the inspector told himself.

He couldn’t interfere even if he had
wished, which, in point of fact, he didn’t.
Nothing was further from his desires at the
moment than to obtrude himself upon the
attention of The Chicken, or to let that
gentleman know that his presence in London
had been observed and noted.

“If he stays in town,” reflected the in-
spector, “it’s as likely as not he’ll engage
my attention before long in connection with
something considerably bigger than billiard
sharping. Meanwhile my strength is to sit
SHILY? .

‘Then he left the billiard room, where The
Chicken and the greenhorn were already
engaged in their fourth hundred up, and
sauntered leisurely home.
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One afternoon, a week or ten days later,
he was sent for by the head of his depart-
ment at the yard.

“1 want you to run round to the Strand
branch of the London and General Bank,”
said his chief. “ They’ve just rung us up on
the telephone. It’s a forgery case, I under-
stand. You had better go at once.”

‘Fhe inspector lost no time in complying
with these instructions. A quarter of an
hour later found him closeted with the
bank manager in that gentleman’s private
parlor.

The matter demanding investigation was
that of a forged check for four hundred and
fifty pounds, which had been presented and
paid across the counter five days previously.
The customer on whose account the check
had been forged had only discovered it that
morning on looking at his pass book. He
had, of course, at once communicated with
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tified it, by the reference number, as com-
ing from the hook of another customer of
ours—a lady of the name of Jeppy, who
keeps a private hotel in Jermyn Street.”

“Have you referred to Mrs. Jeppy to
see if she can give any explanation of this
check form having been abstracted from
ber book?” asked Hnspector Hickmott.

“Not yet,” was the rejoinder. * There
has been no time. Besides, I thought I
had better leave all such inquiries to the
police.”

Inspector Hickmott nodded.

“Have you known Mrs. Jeppy long?”
was his next question.

‘ She has been a:customer of ours for
twenty years,” answered the manager.

“A satisfactory customer?®

“Oh, quite! She doesn’t keep a big ac-
count, but it is always in credit. And I
should say, from what I know of her, that

the bank, and the bank had i
telephoned to Scotland Yard.
“Here’s the check,” said the manager,
handing it to Inspector Hickmott.
The latter took it and scrutinized it care-
fully. It was drawn on one of the bank’s
ordinary forms:

Pay Geo. Duke, Esq, or order, four hun-
dred and fifty pounds (450).
(Signed) A. BLICKSTEIN.

The body of the check and the signature
were in the same handwriting. The name
of the payee was duly indorsed on the
back. ;

“* Umphl” said the inspector. “And
this is a good imitation of your customer’s
signature?”

 Excellent,” replied the manager.
would have deceived any one.”

“1 should say that it would be an easy
to iorge, too,”
“The

«1g

and By the

she is an and respon-
sible person,” declared the manager with
conviction.

o

ELL, now as to the man who

uttered this check,” said In-
spector Hickmott. “ Does
your cashier remember what
=" be was like?”

“Yes, fortunately he took particular
notice of him,” rejoined the manager. “ He
is confident that he should know him again
anywhere. But I will send for Mr. Shatter;
and you can question him yourself.”
He rang the bell. A clerk appeared.
“ Ask Mr. Slatter to step in here,” said
the manager.

A minute later Mr. Slatter, the cashier,
made his appearance. He was rather a
good-leoking young man. Indeed, he would
have been quite handsome except for his
d:m which was somewhat too pronounced,
to his face a oerum air of dogged

way, who is this Mr. Bli in?”

“ He is a money-lender in a largish way
of business,” replied the manager.

“ And this form now, is it one that has
been abstracted from Blickstein’s check
book?” asked the inspector.

“No,” was the rejoinder. “ That is a
curious feature in the case. We have iden-

i that strength
rather than amiability of character.

“ This is Inspector Hickmott, from Scot-
land Yard,” explained the manager.
has come about that forged check, and
would like to ask you a few questions.”

The cashier bowed. to the imspector. and,
stood awaiting his inquiries.
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“You ber the man who
the check for payment, Mr. Slatter?” began
the detective.

“ Perfectly,” was the unhwtaung reply.

“ Can you describe him to me?

“Oh, yes! He was a tallish man, with
sandy hair and light gray or blue eyes. I
can’t be absolutely certain which. He was
very well dressed, and spoke like a gentle-
man?

“Had he a beard or mustache?”

“No; he was clean-shaven. I remember
noticing, too, that he had a mole on his
upper lip.”

“Ahl” said the inspector. Then he
added: “ He was a total stranger to you, of
course?”

“Yes; I had never set eyes on him be-

fore. That was what made me take careful
stock of him. T always do of strangers who
present open checks for any considerable
amount,” replied the cashier.
. “Quite so,” remarked Inspector Hick-
mott. “You don’t often have to pay
‘checks as large as this across the counter,
1 presume?”

“No; not in a general way,” answered
the cashier. “ But in the case of this par-
ticular customer, Mr. Blickstein, it is by no
means unusual. Borrowers naturally don’t
care, you see, to pass a money lender’s
check through their own bankers,” he added
in explanation.

“1 suppose not,” observed the inspector.
thoughtfully. “And the forger no doubt
was aware of this, and laid his plans accord-
ingly. By the way, how did he take the
money?”

“Twenty pounds in gold, the rest in
notes. I gave him two hundreds, four
fifties, two tens, and two fives.”

“Wwill you let me have the numbers of
these notes?”

“Certainly. Tl get them for you at
once.”

The cnshler went off and soon returned
‘with 2 memorandum of the numbers, which
he handed to Inspector Hickmott. The
latter put them in his pocketbook.

Having now elicited all the information
the could get from the bank, he went on to
the private hotel in Jermyn Street to inter-
view Mrs. Jeppy.
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Mrs. Jeppy was a stout, elderly woman
with a round, honest, good-tempered face.
When she heard the object of Inspector
Hickmott’s visit she was quite obviously
taken aback.

“ Well, I'm sure this is news to me,” she
exclaimed. “T certainly hadn’t noticed
that any check was missing from my book.
I can’t help thinking that there must be a
mistake. However, I'll get it and see.”

She went off and presently returned with
the check book in her hand.

“You're right,” she ejaculated. * There
is one of the checks missing, toward the end
of the book. Here you are, see!”

And she placed the check book in Inspec-
tor Hickmott’s hands. He took it and ex-
amined it. The stub of the missing check
had been torn out. But by referring to the
numbérs of the checks on either side of it
he was able to identify it with the forged
check.

“ You keep this book under lock and key,
1 suppose?” he inquired.

“As arule I do. ButI won’t say that
1 never left.it lying on the table,” answered
Mrs. Jeppy.

Inspector Hickmott nodded. He knew the
ways of women, and suspected that the
occasions on which the check book had been
left lying on the table had been pretty
frequent.

“You have no reason to suspect the
honesty of any of your staff, eh?” was his
next question.

Mrs. Jeppy shook her head.

“ They’re all quite honest, so far as I am
aware,” she rejoined.

“ And none of the people who stay in the
hotel would have access to your private
rooms, I suppose?”

““ Oh, dear no!” said Mrs, ]eppy

% You have occasional visitors, however?”
The inspector pressed her.

“ Hardly ever,” was the reply. “I never
was one for making friends. My nephew
Dick is about the only one who comes to
see me. And he doest’t come often. Be-
sides, Dick is as right as rain in money
matters, even though he is a bit wild in
other ways,” she added with a sigh. .

pricked his ears.
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““ Ah, welll Young men will be young

men,” .he remarked in sympathetic tones,

hopmg tthereby to .encourage her into
further communicativeness.

“ There are excuses for Dick, mind yon,”
proceeded Mrs. Jeppy, taking up ‘the
cudgels on ihehalf .of her absent nephew.
“He was as steady a lad as ever breathed
until two -or three years ago, when he had
a disappointment in love. It was that that
drove him a bit off the rails.”

“ Ah, the old story, 1 see! A woman in
the icase,” smiled Inspector Hickmott.

“Yes,” answered the voluble Mrs. ]eppy,
now fairly wound up -on this, to ther, mani-
festly -engrossing topic. “It was my lady
bookkeeper. A nice, respectable girl she
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Then I idk felt absol

positive of his man.

““ Got you fair and square this time, my
friend,” he ‘thought to himself as he went
down the steps.

1 need not sey that the gentleman whom
he had seen entering the hotel, and whom
he thus inwardly :apostrophised, was the
notorious Chicken.

The inspector wmt straight off and gso-
cured a warrant. That same weveming he
effected the amrest at Mrs. Jempy’s hotel.
The Chicken’s attitude, when the warramt
was read over to him and the usual cantion
administered, was one of aggrieved be-
wilderment. .

“This is the first I’ve heard of it;” he

3t is evi . case af mis-

was, too, until some got hold -of
her and made a foal of her. . At least, T
fancy that’s what it was; though she kept
her .own counsel. Anyway, she left in a
hurry, and nothing has been heard of her
since. Poor Dick was fearfully cut up
about it. He was head over heels in love
with '.he girl, and had set his heart on
marrying her. Vou -can’t wonder at his
going a bit wild after an upset like that, can
your”

“No; it’s natural .enough, I suppose,”
said Tnspector Hickmott. ‘Then, having
asked the worthy women a few more ‘ques~
tions, and satisfied himself that there was
no more pertinent information to be ex-
tracted from her, he took his departure.

Just as he was leaving the hotel a gentle-

man, entering, passed him in the lobby. A~

sudden gleam sparkled in Inspector Hick-
mott’s eye. The train of thought which he
was meatally following in relation to Mrs.
Jeppy’s profligate nephew, Dick, was sud-
denly cut short. He felt it was now waste
of time to pursue it. From the cashier’s
description he was already pretty certain
of the identity of the man who had uttered
the forged check. And the suspected man’s
“presence here in the hotel of the customer
from whose check book the form had been
stolen supplied the missing link which he
had been trying to find.

““1s that gentleman staying in the hotel?”
he asked casually -of the hall porter.

“ Yes, sir,” was the reply. “He has
been here for some weeks.”

taken identity, I was mever inside whe
Strand branch of the London and General

Bank in my life.”
“T'm afraid I must take youmo custedy,
bowever,” Inspector  Hiokmott.

“ There’s 2 cab at the door. You'll come
quietly, I suppose?”

“1 can’t help myself,” answered The
Chicken. “But when I’ve proved my in-
nocence I'll take good care to bring mm
action against ‘the jpolice for false impmison-
ment. Don’t yon forget that. This is out-
rageous.”

“Well, come long,” said the inspecter,
ignoring The Chicken’s bluff.

They entered the -cab together amd drove
to Bow Street, where The Thicken was duly

. Then he had to submit to the
ordeal of being searched. Among various
other things found upon him were two five-
pound notes. Tnspector Hickmott pounced
upon them :and looked at the mumbers. He
could not forebear a placid .smile of satisfac-
tion. If anything was wanting to complete
the evidence against The Chicken and make *
it finally conclusive, here it was. For these
were two of the notes that had been paid
on the forged check.

“I shall make an application to fhe
magistrate to have that money handed over
to ny lawyers for my -defense,” exclaimed
the aggrieved Chicken with a ‘fine show of
indignant inmocence. “It’s my own. I
came by it honestly. And 1 an prove it, .

too.” Ao
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“All right. If you.can, so much the
better for you, that’s all,” said the inspector
with a grim smile as he placed the incrim-
inating notes in his pocketbook.

“It’s the truth I'm telling you,” persisted
‘The Chicken, excitedly. ‘I won those two
fivers at billiards off a man at the Old
Crown in the Strand. If you don’t believe
me, go and ask him yourself.”

Of this remark Inspector Hickmott took

no apparent notice. But it set him think-

ing. There was at least some circumstan-
tial admixture of fact in The Chicken’s
story; for the Old Crown was the identical
tavern where he (the inspector) had seen
‘the many-; almsed one bxlha.rd sharping a
certain fi d young

in cm:umst.anou already descnbed

He d to
The Chicken’s statement. Not with the idea
of finding corroboration of it (for, so far
as the bank notes were concerned, he dis-
believed it altogether), but rather as a pre-
cautionary measure, with a view to antici-
pating and checkmating any defense of that
description which The Chicken might sub-
sequently attempt to set up.

With this in his mind he betook himself
to the Old Crown on the chance of finding
the fresh-complexioned young man there
and taking the opportunity of asking him a
few questions. The object of his search
was not at the tavern. But the billiard-
marker recognized him at once from
Inspector Hickinott’s description, and was
fortunately able to put our friend on the
young fellow’s track.

“Oh, yes, I know him very well!” said
the billlard -marker, wmplacen!ly pocketing
the half- that
slipped into his willing palm. “ Name of
Minton. He’s been here a lot lately, play-
ing with a tall sandy gentleman, who didn’t
half kid neither. Wonder the young jug-
gins didn’t see it. Don’t know his home
address, guv’nor, but I do know where he
works. That’s at the Daily Mercury office
in Fleet Street. I dare say they'd put you
on to him there if you asked ’em.”

The inspector thanked him for the in-
formation and went on to the offices of the
Daily Mercury. 1t 'was now within half an
hour of midnight, and he calculated that all

wg»
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the employees of the paper would be on the
premises getting ready for the next morn-
ing’s issue.

I

IS visit was successful. Young
Minton was there, and pres-
ently came down to see him
in the waiting room.

“Sorry to keep you,” he
“ But there were some proofs
You wish to see me on

apologized.
I had to attend to.
important business I understand?”

In a few words Inspector Hickmott in-
troduced himself and bneﬂy explained his
m.lSSan

“Oh, yes; 1 know t.he man to whom you

refer perfectly, answered young Minton.
“I have played billiards with him at the
Old Crown pretty frequently of late, and
he has won a goodish bit of money off me.
But I have always paid in gold. Never gave
him a bank note in my life.”

“You are positive of this?”

“ Absolutely.”

“ Thanks,” said Inspector Hickmott.
“That is all I want to know. I need not
detain you any longer.”

Next day a further find was made. The
Chicken’s bedroom at the Jermyn Street
hotel was searched, and there the whole of
the other missing notes were discovered
concealed among some soiled underclothing
in his portmanteau. Inspector Hickmott
took them away with him to the Yard and
checked them over. They were all there.
Thus, with the exception of the twenty
pounds in gold, all the money paid on the
forged check was accounted. for and all had
been trated to the possession of The
Chicken. The case was complete.

Inspector Hickmott was about to lock the
notes away in his safe when his eye was
caught by a penciled scrawl on the back of
one of the fivers which had been found on
The Chicken at the time of his arrest. He
put on his glasses and examined the writing
more carefully. It consisted merely of a
few rows of figures set down one under the
other, evidently a sort of arithmetical memo.
But that was not all.

There was something else which made
Hickmott suddenly contract his
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brows into a thoughtful frown. One of
the numbers had been crossed out, and
crossed out in a certain way. Here, in
exact facsimile, is the penciling on the
back of the note:

“ By Jupiter!” ejaculated the

100 inspector, bringing down his fist
7€ on the table with 2 bang. “By
foo Jupiter!” he repeated.
G 1 don’t know what sigrificance
7 the reader may see in those
loo figures. Perhaps he, or she, will
72 see mome at all. But to the

trained eye of Inspector Hick-
mott the significance was immense. This
was his chain of inference. First, those
marks could not have been on the notes
when they left the bank, for banks always
pay out new notes.

Second, those rows of figures were prob-
ably, almost certainly, a memo of billiard
scores. Third, from the delete mark
against the deletion, the man who made the
memo must evidently have been acmstomed'
to the ¢ of printers’”

Such a man would be quite likely to have
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man familiar with the technicalities of
printing, and that all probability pointed to
its being young Minton of the Daily
Mercury.

Against this, however, had to be ranged
the positive identification of The Chicken
by the cashier at the bank as the man to
whom he had paid the proceeds of the
forged check. How were these conflicting
pieces of evidence to be reconciled? Such
was the problem which Inspector Hickmott
had now to set himself to solve. 5

As a preliminary step, he made a further
exhaustive search of The Chicken’s room at
the Jermyn Street hotel on the chance of
there picking up some clew to the mystery.
In the room itself he found nothing; but for
all that, his visit to the hotel resulted in an
important discovery. As he was bidding
Mrs. Jeppy good-day at the conclusion of
his search he happened to notice the direc-
tion of an envelope which she had just
written and which was lying on ber- daven-
port. It was addressed to: “ Richard
Minton, Esq., c/o Daily Mercury, Fleet
Street, EC»

Hickmott, nlwuys on the alert,

put the marks here inad ly, and from
sheer force of hnblt No other class of man
—even if d with the exi of

at once began to put two and two together.
He that on a previous occasion

the mark at all—could conceivably have
done so.

Now, Fhe Chicken had many accomplish-
ments. But, so far as Inspector Hickmott
was aware, and he knew the fellow’s record
pretty well, a technical knowledge of proof
reading was not among them.

For the third time, and with even
greater emphasis than before, the inspector
ejaculated:

“ By Jupiter!l”

The case, then, was by no means so clear
as it had seemed. There was mare in it
than met the eye. This fresh clew must be
carefully followed up. Exactly where it was
going to lead Inspector Hickmeott had not
yet sufficient data to see.

But this much, at least, had been estab-
lished—uiz., that this particular note had
been through some one else’s hands between
ﬂ:eumeofns)uvmglh:bankandﬂw
time of its coming into The Chicken’s pos-
session. Further, that the some one else
through whose hands it had passed was a

Mrs. Jeppy had referred to her nephew as
“Dick.” What if he should prove to be
Richard Minton of the Daily Mercury—the
young man who was so strasgely mixed up
in this mysterious case? If it should be
50, the significance was obvious. The point
must be verified at once.

“ You were talking to me of your nephew
Dick Minton, the last time I was here,” he
remarked, throwing out this feeler wi'.b a
casual air. “ Curig enough, I ran wp
against him the other day at the Mercury
office.”

“Oh, did you, indeed?” said the un-
suspecting Mrs. Jeppy. ¢ He hasn’t been
here just recently, so, as it happens, I was
just writing to him to ask him what he had
done with himself.”

“He wasn't looking very well, I
thought,” observed the inspector. “ Still
worrying about that girl, ¥ suppose. By
the way, yow've heard nething more of her,
of course?” he added, rather with the idea
of diverting Mrs. Jeppy’s attention from ¢

o FW
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real object of his inquiries than because he
took any interest in the lady bookkeeper’s

But in askmg that casual question he had,
as it turned out, “struck ile "—though
without in the least designing to do so.

Mrs. Jeppy, respectable woman that she
was, flushed pamiully

“1 believe she is in 8 home somewhere at
the present moment, and the child is out at
nurse,” she said. “Poor Mary Slatter!
‘Who ever would have thought of her com-
ing to this?” And the good creature heaved
-a melancholy sigh.

‘The inspector experienced something not
unlike an electric shock, but he commanded
‘his voice and features to perfection.

“Slatter, did you say her name was?” he
-asked carelessly.

Mrs. Jeppy nodded.

“ Not a common name,” observed Inspec-
i with
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business to find out all abont him. They
have ascertained his recent return to Lon-
don from the States. They have learned
that he is an expert and notorious forger.
This suggests to their minds an easy and
effective means of revenge.

‘The lover scrapes acquaintance with him
in a Strand billiard room which the forger
i known to frequent. He purposely plays
the part of pigeon and encourages the
scoundrel to pluck him. Probably, almost
certainly, he recommends the Jermyn Street
hotel to him as a comfortable and desirable
residence. Once there, the rest of the plan
is easy.

The lover abstracts a form from his
aunt’s check book, forges a check on Blick-
stein’s account with the assistance of his
confederate, the cashier, at the London and
General Bank; he presents it and the
cashier pays it. In due course the forgery
is

tor

“T've only come across it once before, I
think. There was a young man, a clerk in
a bank, so far as T recollect—"

“You must mean Bob Slatter, one of the
cashiers at the London and General, where

1 keep my account,” interposed Mrs. Jeppy.
“He’s poor Mary’s brother.”

Inspector Hickmott left t‘ne hotel short.ly
after with an odd gleam in his usually ex-
pressionless eyes. He had not quite solved
the mystery yet. There was still one im-
portant point to be cleared up. And this
could only be done by poor Mary Slatter
‘herself.

He at once devoted all his energies to -

finding out the home in which she had taken
refuge, and within twenty-four hours he had
sucoeeded in doing so. The information she
gave him made all plain. It was as In-
spector Hickmott had suspected since he
first heard her name. The gentleman who
had “ made a fool of her ” was our friend
‘The Chicken.
Then all the various parts of the puzzle
themselves together before Inspector
Hickmott’s eyes. Here was an unhappy
girl ruined and deserted by a worthiess
scoundrel. Here were her Jover and her
brother sworn together to have their revenge
upon him.- He is not acquainted with
either of them; but they have made it their
10 FW

. The police are called in.
The cashier, on being questioned, gives a
description of the man who had presented
the check, and of course he takes care that
his description shall exactly answer to that
of The Chicken.

The check form has already been identi-
fied as one stolen from the proprietress of
the Jermyn Street hotel. The Chicken is
found to be staying in that hotel. The in-
ference is obvious. But in order that
nothing may be left to chance, young Min-
ton conceals the bulk of the incriminating
notes in The Chicken’s portmanteau. He
also plants two other notes upon him in
payment of his losses at billiards.

“Yes; they meant to get our friend The
Chxcken ten years,” reflected Inspector
Hickmott, “ and by Jove they’d have suc-
ceeded too if young Minton hadn’t inad<
vertently introduced that printer’s mark in
making his memo on the back of the fiver,
But a man obsessed with the spirit of re-
venge is, to all -intents and purposes, a
lunatic.  And we all know how dmbohcany
cuming lunatics can be when they give
their mind to it,” added the inspector to
himself sententiously.

1 have only to record that, in considera:
tion of the peculiar circumstances of the
case, Slatter and Minton were dealt with
mercifully by the judge at the Old Bailey.



THE HAMMERSMITH GHOST

of the strangest defenses
offered by a man acc of
murder was related to the
judges and jury in Old Bailey
on the 13th of January, 1800,
by Francis Smith, who was accused of
shooting Thomas Milwood. Smith’s defense
was that he had mistaken Milwood for a
ghost that had terrorized the neighborhood.

Stranger than the defense was that all
three judges and the jurors believed the
story. The jury, to save the accused from
the gallows, attempted to bring in a verdict
of manslaughter. This would have carried
with it imprisonment. But the judges,
severally and collectively, held that such a
finding was impossible. The court ruled
that the crown had proved a case that
amounted to murder, and, further, that it
was the law that if a man killed another
without legal authority, but from a sup-
position that he ought to be killed, the
offense was murder and was punishable by
death.

The trial was short. Smith admitted
shooting Milwood. He contended, and in-
disputable corroborative proof was offered
to support his testimony, that residents of
Hammersmith had been terrorized by what
they believed to be the noctural perambula-
tions of a ghost. Only a few days before
the killing of Milwood, witnesses testified,
the “ghost” appeared as a coach with
eighteen passengers was being driven
through Hammersmith. The driver, who
had heard of the “ ghost,” leaped from his
seat and left his coach and horses and pas-
sengers to their fate. The passengers
screamed, the horses bolted, and- the ghost
went on its even way.

Smith, who lived with his parents near
the scene of the “ ghost ” walking, decided
to look up the ghost.

Smith, who was about thirty years old at
the time, armed himself with a rifle before
setting out on his ghost hunting expedition.

Five minutes after Smith left his home he
saw approaching in the dusk a white form.

Here was the ghost!

Smith took careful aim. He confessed
to feeling somewhat frightened as he did so.

“ Damn you; who are you?” he shouted
as he covered the apparition.

‘There was no response. The white form
continued to advance.

“TI shoot you if you don’t speak!”
warned Smith tremblingly.

- But the white figure ignored the warning
and proceeded.

Smith fired. The white form dropped to
the street. Smith ran up to investigate.
He had shot—not a ghost, but-a man! He
had mistaken the customary garb of a brick-
layer for the cerements of the grave.

‘Terror-stricken at his mistake, the tnfor-
tunate slayer rushed through the streets
crying: “ Watchman, help!” This was the
cry of our forefathers when they needed the
assistance of the police. Smith eventually
found one and returned with him to the
scene of the slaymg -

When the jury retired to dehbemtg they
did not have the conscience to comply with
the ruling of the court. Compliance meant
the certain infliction of the death penalty
unless the king exercised his prerogative to
pardon. They could not return a verdict of
asquittal, as the accused admitted the deed.

They returned for further instruction,
making known their qualms of conscience.
But the three judges were obdurate. The
law was the law. It must be obeyed. Fiat
Jjustitia pereat mundus.

Again the jury retired and unwillingly
brought in a verdict of guilty of murder.

. Coupled with their findings was a strong re-

commendation for mercy.
The judges felt sorry for the convicted
man’s unfortunate plight. And the presid-
ing judge, before he went to dinner that
evening, conveyed the message of the jury
to the king, who instantly granted a respite
at pleasure. .
All London, all England in fact, was
roused to pity for the convicted man. The
pamphleteers made a killing. Petitions
innumerable were sent to the king. And
twelve days after the jury returned its
verdict of guilty the king pardoned Smith
on condition that he serve a year in pnson
And the people and the Judw and the j ;ury
were happy. So was Smith.
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‘Fhe detective was on him like a hawk, twisting him around

ASHES OF GUILT

By Ray Cummings

\

THE SLAYER OF HARRISON GRAYLEY WAS UNKNOWN, UNTIL
HE HIMSELF CONFESSED IN FACE OF A STRANGE EXPERIMENT .

HE Chemist smiled grimly.
| “True enough. Five logi-

cal suspects, gentlemen.
One simple, commonplace
[ motive—the old man’s
money. Except the house-
mmd She was not an heir.”

“ Wait,” exclaimed the Banker. “ Don’t
dash into it this way, I don’t know any-
thing about it yet.” He gazed at the group
of scientists assembled in the small private

“Who got Won’t
somebody tell me?”

“TIl explain it all, George,” said the
Chemist quietly. It was old man Grayley
—jyou've met him, haven’t you?”

“ Grayley? Member of the Club?”

“Yes. Harrison J. Grayley.”

“Oh.” The Banker sat back. “Ves.
Think I did once. Long time ago—a fat
man—he ate too mu

“A scientist,” said ‘the Chemist unsmil-

ingly, “whose work in bacteriology has
been invaluable. That was years ago.” He
addressed the room in general. “ A good
‘many of you will need the details of the
case. Harrison Grayley was murdered
about two weeks past. A man of sixty-
eight—retired from work for some years.
He lived in Allison Hills, Seldom came to
the city—has not been in the club for two
years.”

The Astronomer said: “I knew him,
Rogers. Quaint old fellow. To think—
murdered—"

o Wealthy,” commented the Inventor,
to no one in particular.

‘“ He deserved it,” put m the Surgeun.
“His research work in—"

“Don’t let’s argue his research work 2
expostulated the Banker impatiently. "I
came here because Rogers said he had a
-murder case. All I've heard is five sus-
Dects—"

(7
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“An unfortunate case for the police,”
the Chemist resumed. “ Five suspects, and
they cannot make an arrest. The evidence
—rather queer evidence, by the way—ap-
plies equally to—"

“ You'd better give George the main de-
tails first,” the Doctor warned.

“1 wil,” nodded the Chemist. “The
case, gentlemen, may possibly be decided
here to-night. They’re coming here—I've
sent for them.” He glanced at his watch.
“True enough. I must be brief. In a
word—for those of you who did not know
him—Harrison Grayley was a man about
average height, but exceedingly stout. A

gormand—he loved his food above every-.

thing.

“For all that, he was in good health—
suffering only from gout. This, though it
could not check his eating, he did suffer
from severely. Almost continuously house-
ridden, nursing a foot which would not bear

his weight.
“Yet, gentlemen, a likable character—
mighty likable. But dogmatic, gruff.

Strike him right; have him like you; he'd
entertain you in princely fashion. But
cross him—get him down on you—" The
Chemist shrugged expressively. “I’d hate
to have to live with him then.”

“Has this got anything to do with his
murder?” demanded the Banker. “We
know all that—"

“1Tt has, of course. One of the suspects
is the family chef, an heir and exceedingly
important member of Grayley’s household,
in his service many years. So much for
that. And as for Grayley’s bad temper,
if he gets down on you—well, gentlemen,
he’s been at odds continuously with every
member of his family.

“The murder was discovered by Elsie
Queal, English housemaid. She went into
his room to build a fire in his grate—the
house was run Continental style—went in-
to his room one morning, to find him dead
in bed. A knife buried to the hilt in his
back. This maid—we consider her one of
the suspects, yet she is the only one who
seems to have had no motive. She had
been there but a few months. A suspect
only because she was in the house. It
had not been broken into; the murder ob-
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viously was what the police call an in-
side job.

“The knife, with no finger-prints on it,
none to be found any where, in fact, was
identified as belonging to the kitchen equip-
ment. Any one of the family could have
used it, of course. The housemaid—pos-

:sibly to lead suspicion to the chef. He is

Pierre Vanchi, an artist in his line, accord-
ing to his employer. His motive would be
the fact that he was an heir to the sum of
fifteen thousand dollars, and he knew it.
So far as can be determined now, he drew
a good salayy, was contented and had a real
affection for. Grayley, which the old man
returned.

“There was in the house that night no
one else save the three members of Gray-
ley’s family. An unusual family. Grayley
never married. Thirty-eight years ago, a
man of thirty, and then a rising young
scientist, he had an unfortunate love af-
fair. The girl died. Deciding never to
marry, he adopted a child, an orphan girl
of two years named Alice.

“ Brought her up, loved her devotedly.
But of late years he has grown to dislike
her. She came of cjiminal parents—one
of them dying in jail. She caused Grayley
considerable unhappiness. Eloped at seven-
teen with one Heinrich Bundt, rather a
worthless character. They have one son.
Later Grayley became reconciled to Alice,
wanted her back with him. She came, and
brought her family with her. Grayley has
had them with him for the last five years.
Made them his heirs.

“ A worthless man, this Bundt. And his
son is as bad, a wild, reckless sort of youth,
now twenty-two. The woman—she is forty
now—living on the old man’s money, put-
ting on society airs—all three of them
quarreling with him constantly. Vet he
stood it, because doubtless in his.heart he
still loved the Alice he had adopted years
ago.”

The Chemist paused slightly, then
added: “ One of these five is probably the
criminal, gentlemen. The specific evidence
at the scene of the crime is peculiarly un-
fortunate. We believe that some one of
these five, with or without the knowledge
of some of the others, entered Grayley’s
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room that night—he seldom locked his door
—and stabbed him as he slept.

“His room is remote from the rest of
the household; any slight noise would
not have aroused the house. And he was
a heavy sleeper, easy enough to stab him
as he slept.

“The evidence is unfortunate because,
though it indicates the criminal, it gives
a choice. All have been questioned and ac-
cused, but to no purpose. They protest
innocence. The specific evidence has been
kept from them. I doubt if any of them
know the startling clews we have—evidence
kept from them, because it could never
convict, and if used by police routine, it

_might only serve to put them further on
their guard. They are all very wary now,
expecting an arrest—"

“ What is the-evidence?” demanded the
Banker. 3

The Chemist turned to the Very Young
Man. “ Jack, bring that in; will you? Ill
show it now, and then—"

' As the Very Young Man rose, the
Chemist added sharply: “ Wait, Jack!”

The door was. opening. “ Mr. Bundt
and family to see you, Mr. Rogers.”

“Bring them in.”
withdrew, the Chemist said hastily: “No
more now, gentlemen. I believe I can
fasten the crime on one of them. This
evidence—you’ll see—"
© “Do we have anything to do?” asked
the Banker anxiously. i

“No. Just sit quiet. An audience—
so that I can explain about the evidence—
make them think— Sh! Here they are.”

jis

[HE attendant ushered five of
them into the room. -Amid
a confusion of introductions
they took their seats, the
three Bundts in a group 2

trifle apart from the club members, the

two servants near and slightly behind them.
peresting Individgals; the -aclentists ve:

garded them curiously. The . Bundts bore
themselves with an air of repressed de-
fiance.

As the attendant-
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with black hair and dark’eyes set too close
together. A face almost beautiful, yet un«
pleasant. Perhaps it was her expression
of the moment, a haughty, superior air of
resentment that one of her station should
be annoyed in this fashion. Or perhaps
it was something deeper, her innate char-

acter.

s Her hushand, known to the family as
Heinie, was a man just under fifty. A
rotund, flabby figure, but with powerful,
heavy shoulders. A red face of sagging
jowls, pale watery eyes and a slack mouth.
A face which in .alcoholic circumstances
might be jolly, but which now was sullen
with a dumb aspect of alarm. A well
dressed ‘man; with expensive jewelry, none
of which could hide the fact that he had
never done anything worth while in life
and never would.

To this latter extent Heinie’s son George
resembled him. A husky, well-built lad of
twenty-two, jauntily dressed, with . the
supercilious air of his mother, which in him
was merely insolence.

The maid, Elsie Queal, was of the self-
effacing type which ordinarily would draw
little attention. A woman in her twenties,
rather plain of feature. She sat stiff and
straight in her chair, quite obviously con-
scious of herself and her best clothes she
‘was wearing; her manner partly fear, part-
ly the aspect of one who resents bemg in-
sulted.

Of them a.l.l only one seemed of hkahle
personality. Pierre Vanchi, the chef. A
big, round, jellylike figure; bald head, with
a moon face beneath it; and an absurdly
small black mustache.

In his kitchen, white-aproned and white-
capped, Pierre would doubtless have been
a commanding figure, smiling and jolly, yet
stern that everything should be of per-
fect creation. Now, however, with his
tight collar and pinched-back .coat of
French model, gray-striped trousers stuffed
with the fullness of his fat legs, and very
shiny pointed shoes—he seemed thoroughly
ill at ease.

And alarmed as well, with an air of
anxiety to please, to placate everybody.
He bowed el: to the club mem-

The woman was
gowned. A tall, powerful-] lankmg woman,

bers, eyed the Chemist, and smiled weakly;
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and then sat awkwardly on the chair given
him, with his gray felt hat on his knees.

Such were the five members of Harri-
son Grayley’s household, one of whom the
Chemist had declared probably murdered
him.

. As the room quieted, the Chemist said:
“T have asked you visitors here for what
we may call an informal inquiry into the
death of Mr. Grayley— Just a moment
please—" Mrs. Bundt was about to inter-
rupt him. As he checked her, she sat
back, angrily fingering her necklace; and
her husband said in an undertone; “ Take
it easy, Alice.”

“An informal inquiry,” the Chemist
went on. “As I promised you when you
agreed to come, it will not last long, and
it will do much to free you from further
annoyance from the police.”

“That's what we want,” said Heinie
Bundt. “ These crazy police—"

“Yes, 1 understand how you feel. I
told you our inquiry here may clear up
several things which must be disposed of
before the matter can be dropped—"

“We don’t care whether it’s dropped or
not,” declared young George Bundt. “ All
we want is to be let alone, because we're
not guilty and we’re damned sick of—"

“ George!” Heinie waved his son down
with a vehement gesture; but the mother
nodded her equally vehement approval. It
was evident that mother and son were blus-
teringly aggressive; but Heinie, like Pierre,
was anxious to placate.

“ Quite so,” smiled the Chemist imper+
turbably. “ Well, I hope that to-night will
settle it one way or the other— Ah, Mar-
berry! Hello, Sergeant Croft. I've been
waiting for you, stalling along hoping you’d
arrive.”

The door had opened unceremoniously
to admit four men, two policemen in uni-
form and two detectives. The Bundts—
father and son—were on their feet; the
color drained from Mrs. Bundt’s face, leav-
ing a splotch of red rouge on each cheek;
the two servants shrank in their chairs with
gasps of alarm.

“Sit down!” commanded the Chemlst
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it was necessary. Sit down, sergeant. You,
Marberry—here, sit by me.” He whis-
pered to the Detective aside: “ Just started
on them. We're all ready; I'll hammer
‘em now. Watch closely; give me any
pointers you can.”

Aloud he resumed: “No cause for any
of you to be perturbed, if you are in-
nocent.” The Bundts sat down.

“ Thanks. That’s better. I may want
t6 question you. Will you all answer me
freely? Or do you want to make trouble?
We can arrest you, if we wish. You know
the law isn’t afraid of your money.”

“I'll answer your questions,” declared
Mrs. Bundt. “But I've already been in-
sulted enough. I should think—"

The Chemist waved away her statement.
“To be wholly frank, I'll say that we are
convinced now that one ‘of you five mur-
dered Harrison Grayley.”

They were prepared for it. There was
no outburst; only Pierre who mumbled:
“Non! Non!” and waved his pudgy hands
in horror. The others—as though with- the
realization that this was more serious than
anything which had gone before—sat firm.

“One of you is the criminal,” the
Chenmist persisted. “ I'm going to give you
straight talk; this won’t take long, as I
promised, because I'm-going to the’ root
of it at once. Sergeant Croft here, of Al-
lison Hills, very shortly discovered far
more of the circumstances of the murder
than was ever revealed to you. Ah, that
surprises you, doesn’t it? Well, it’s true.

“There were reasons—technical, legal
reasons, if you please, which you do mot
understand and which do not concern you
—why he thought it better mot to make
an arrest at once. VYet, almost from the
first, he has known, has had the proof of
who killed Harrison Grayley!”

It was a bombshell which threw con-
sternation into the visitors. Detective
Marberry whispered to the Chemist:
“Struck at them alll But still I'm sure—"

“Yes. Watch closely.” Aloud, the
Chemist added grimly: “ I’m speaking now.
only to the one who is guilty.” His gaze
passed from one to the other, rested on

“If I got y y of you visit
under false pretense, I can only claim that

each ingly; and each in turn flinched
under it. \ -
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Pierre tried to smile. ~ Mon Dieu!
You make me feel I am a murderer! But
1 loved him! For so many years I have—"

George Bundt protested: “ Trying to
frighten us! Let him try, mother; much
good it 'l do him.”

The woman sneered. Only Heinie
Bundt and the maid said nothing. Heinie
gripped the arms of his chair, his face fallen
into sullen stupidity, masking, perhaps
nothing, perhaps everything. - And the
maid, seeming ready to burst forth into
voluable protestations, but thinking better
of it and remaining silent.

HI
E know who is guilty,” the
Chemist repeated.  He

turned away from the sus-
pects to the room in gen-
eral; but the Detective con-
tinued to watch keenly their every move,
every expression.

“A queer case, gentlemen,” said the
Chemist, “ Sergeant Croft had almost at
once, evidence of the identity of the crimi-
nal. He chose to make the arrest before
you, here to-night—a question of legal ex-
pediency involving the immunity a possible
confession might give.

+ “ You do not understand me—these visi-
tors do not understand—and it Is not neces-
sary that any of you should. Enough to
say that Marberry and Sergeant Croft pre-
ferred me to handle the case here before
you. We are about to make an arrest.

“8it down, George Bundt! If you an-
noy me further, we'll arest yoz, innocent
or guiltyl I have you all here now—all
five of you—got you here under false pre-
tences, if you like. But you’re here, and
you'll listen to me quietly whether you
want to or notl”

‘The Chemist’s voice gtew less vehement.

“Gentlemen, 'm going to detail the
events of the murder for you. Elsie Queal,
here—" The maid started at this abrupt
mention of her name—“discovered the
body of Grayley. A kitchen knife was
buried in his back. Evidently he had been
murdered in his sleep; had never awakened.

“But, gentlemen, here is the part we
have not so far disclosed. He did awaken.
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He was stabbed while asleep in bed, no
doubt. Left there for dead. But he did
not stay there. In a death agony, yet with
all his faculties, he crawled from bed. The
knife was still in him. He reached for it.
Could not pluck it out. Crawled then
from bed to his small desk across the room.
It was a moonlight night; the room prob-
ably was moonlit. Yet he lighted the elec-
trolier fastened to his desk, and died there
in the desk chair.”

As though fascinated, the visitors sat
listening to the Chemist’s words. Forget-
ful of themselves now, forgetful of the De-
tective’s watchful eyes.

“How do we know all this? Simply
enough. The wound was in Grayley’s back.
With the knife in it, there probably was
at first no great flux of blood. Yet enough
to wet his fingers as he groped around spas-
modically to reach it. With the knife in
that position 'he could not get it out, But
blood stained his fingers. The cord of the
desk electrolier had blood on it, and there
were blood smudges on the large desk blot-
ter, mingled with the ink spots which had
been there before.

“The man’s blood,
You may say, how do we know that?
Might not the criminal have had blood-
stained fingers as well? To that we say
no. This criminal left no finger-prints on
the weapon. A swiftly executed deed, but
evidently done with some forethought. To
deliver a blow like that—to leave the knife
in his body and ‘escape from the room at
once, gave no cause for having blood-
stained fingers. And we have, too, another
reason for knowing all this—which I give
you in a moment.

“Let me reconstruct the crime in still
more detail. Some one crept through that
dark, silent house, went to the pantry, se-
cured the knife, went to Mr. Grayley’s
bedroom, stabbed him, And stood there
in the moonhght watching his death strug-
gles as he died. We know that, because
we know that Grayley did not die at once;
and the criminal must have lingered there,
because we know that Grayley was aware
of who had struck the blow!

“Then Grayley lost consciousness,
ceased his struggles and was left for dead.
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And it was after that—a moment, or longer
we do not know—that Grayley must have
recovered consciousness, still with strength
left to drag himself from his bed. The
criminal with the deed done, nevertheless,
was torn by fear, with thoughts that per-
haps something might have gone wrong ln
the haste of the moment.

“And so this criminal returned later to
the scene of the crime and, horrified, found
Grayley, not in bed, but dead in his desk
chair. In a panic the body was dragged
back, put into the bed. Blood was on
the desk chair. With a bottom corner of
a.sheet, the criminal frantically wiped it
away. We found smears on the bottom
of the sheet which later was spread over
the body. .

“This terrified criminal forgot that the
wound would not stain the sheet down
there. And the smears on the chair were
not wholly cleaned. It was all done so
hastily, in terror and confusion. Other
blood smears were left, and those splotches
on the electrolier cord were overlooked.
And blood marks on the blotter, left there
in plain sight. And an ink-stained pen
on the desk; the pen had blood on it, too!”

The Detective whispered: “ That struck
home! We're right! Hurry Rogers!”

"The Chemist nodded. The room was
silent, electrical, as he paused. The listen-
ing men sat tense; the five suspects did
not move in their chairs, their fascinated
gazes clinging to the Chemist’s face. Ata
swift gesture from the Chemist, the Very
Young Man abruptly rose to his feet.

Without warning or explanation he
switched off the room’s lights. Blackness
for a moment. A gasp. The shuffling of
feet; a stifled oath of surprise from one
of the policemen loitering by the door;
and in the center of the room, the sound
of the Very Young Man moving something.
Then a light sprang on, a narrow, white
beam from up near the ceiling.

It descended vertically, leaving the room
in shadow, but striking full on a small
table. And on the table lay a black cloth
some two feet square, a cloth bulging up-
ward a foot from something concealed un-
der it. In the intensely bright beam it
lay, mysterious and sinister, and every eye
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in the room was riveted upon it. Shadows
enveloped the suspects—a darkness care-
fully calculated to give the- guilty one a
sense of security from observation.

But it was a false security. A pale, un-
obtrusive yellow glow from a hidden light
illumined their features, unnoticed by them
in the clamor of attention the white beam
drew; but it was enough for the Detective’s
keen, watchful eyes. And on four of the
faces he saw surprise, perturbation and
curiosity;-and on the other—stark terror.

The Chemist’s voice rang through the
silent room—swift, grim words:

“ Grayley knew who had killed him, gen-
tlemen! And as he dragged himself there
to his desk, his only purpose was to write
an accusation before he died. To tell us
who had killed him so that justice might
be done. This murderer— Oh, yes, it
was a man, we can exonerate these two.
women—neither would have attempted to
lift Grayley’s huge bulk from the floor to
the bed—this murderer came back to the
scene of his crime and found that his vic-
tim had written a death accusation.

“ Just three words! But-enough to tell
us all we wanted to know! This murderer
saw the words lying there—scrawled with
pen and ink—and the blood-stained pen
lying beside it, dropped from the man’s
dead fingers.

“ Panic dscanded upon this criminal.
He gazed at the three words—one of them
his Christian name—damning him. Gray-
ley in his death agony could ot find note--
paper. A magazine was lying on the desk.
He tore from it one of its advertising pages,
scrawled his three words on the white
margin.

“The murderer saw all this, in a panic
of terror. Then his head cleared. He
snatched up the paper with its damning
words, lighted a corner of it with trembling
fingers, dropped it in the empty grate where
it was entirely consumed. Burned it, gen-
tlemen—destroyed this evidence against
him. And when it was destroyed there
before his eyes, relief flooded over him.
His head was still whirling; he couldn’t
think clearly, couldn’t reason, couldn’t
notice details.

“But he told himself he was safe. ‘He
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put the body back in bed. No real rea-
son why he should have bothered. But
his original plan was that Grayley should
die in bed. The mind under terrible stress
clings dumbly to its ideas. The body, being
out of bed—Grayley writing a death-note
—was unexpected, dangerous. So he put
the body back.

“Then he tried—hurriedly, because he
was afraid to stay in the room too long—
tried to wipe away the blood stains about
the desk and desk chair. He evidently
did wipe away most of them. But curious-
ly enough, those most prominent—those
mingled with the ink stains on blotter and
pen—those he did not see. Let that pass
for 2 moment. We know why he did not
see them.”

v

JHE Chemist’s vehement words
flowed on uninterrupted.
“ Destroyed the evidence,
gentlemen! Burned it to
ashes—his name written out
by his victim. But did he destroy it?
Look there!”

Abruptly the Very Young Man snatched
away the cloth. A small glass dome was
revealed. Beneath it, lying on white velvet,
a crinkled, yet almost flat oblong of ashes,
a burned magazine page. Fragile—too
fragile to bear its own weight if lifted—
yet still intact. Burned evidence! But not
destroyed. For etched in the gray-black
ashes, the print of the page showed clear
and legible. And scrawled beside it—hand-
writing. Legible in the brilliant white
light, clear-and sharp as an etching.

“ Look at it, gentlemen! Come up here,
all of you. Come up and-look—the mur-
derer’s name, written by his victim!”

The room was in confusion. Several of
the nfen started to their feet.

“I—I didn’t realize—" Heinie Bundt’s
involuntary mumble. He was standing by
his chair, swaying, staring across to where
under the white light, lay the damning
evidence! .

“ Didn’t realize! Of course, you didn’t!”
The Detective like a hawk was on him,
twisting him around, gripping him from
behind. “Didn’t realize we had you all
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the time, did you? Here he is, Sergeant
Croft.”

“I—let go of me! I didn’t—" Bundt
tried to jerk himself loose. “Let go of
me! I didn’t—I mean I didn’t know writ-
ing would show on ashes—I mean—that’s
queer, isn’t it?” . .

He was struggling to recover himself.
Sergeant Croft was with Marberry, both
of them clutching the man roughtly, shov-
ing him back against the wall. The police-
men hurrying toward them.

“ Trying to bluster it through, are you?
With your name lying right therel ‘ Heinie
killed me You remember how it looked,
don’t you?”

“I—no, I never—"

%< Heinig_ killed me That's what he
wrote, and you burned it in the grate! You
think you can stand up against the fact
that although you burned it, you didn’t de-
stroy it? ‘Go-look at it! Why, from here,
you can read it!”

“No! He—maybe he thought I killed
him—" -

“And you didn’t notice the blood on
the pen, did you? Or on the blotter? -Be-
cause, in that artificial light, you thought
those spots were ink. You tried to be a
railroad man when you were young. We've
looked up your record; you were barred
because you were color-blind! You are,
aren’t you?”

“No! Yes—I—yes, I am. But—"

“That’s enough! We've got you! Got
you every way.”

Abruptly Bundt sagged to a chair.

“Yes—you—I did it! What’s the good
of saying I didn’t, when you've got my
name there? I thought—I never realized I
hadn’t destroyed it.”

With Bundt led aside, and the two de-
tectives questioning him, the room was re-
stored to order. The Chemist said: “As
I told you, gentlemen, the evidence was
peculiary ‘unfortunate. We really thought
from the first that Helnie Bundt was the
murderer. Leaving blood stains amid the
ink, but wiping away all others, suggested
color blindness.

“But a point like that is wholly incon-
clusive. Nor did we think 2 woman had
done it But of that we could not be
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sure, until near the last, when on Bundt’s
face, in what he thought was darkness, we
saw the guilt. But that, too, was far from
proof, or a confession.
“We had the burned magazine page.
There it is. The writing is legible. I
won’t_bother you with the chemistry of
combustion—enough to say that the
mineral constituents of ink will not burn,
and that they remain etched in the ashes
of paper. The thing is obvious; there it
lies, for you all to read. But look at it
closely. Different kinds of paper burn dif-
ferently, as well as with a different color
ash,

“This one, a rather cheap magazine pa-
per, burned flat and almost unbroken. But
as you see, one end is crinkled and twist-
ed—shriveled in the burning. You cannot
straighten out that shriveled portion; it
would fall into fragments if you tauched it.
The writing there is g

FLYNN'S

name is all missing save the last leffer.
The whole thing in handwriting easily re-
cognized as that of Grayley’s.

“PBut whose Christian name? Grayley
would instinctively call every member of
his household by the first name. But which
name was it? Heinie, or Alice, or George,
Pierre or Elsie? The letter ‘e’ is a very
common ending for given names. But un-
fortunate that all in this family should
have it.

“So this proof, legally used, meant noth-
ing. We have had, therefore, to build care-
fully into Heinie’s mind the conviction that
he was irrevocably trapped. He saw the
evidence there under the dome—from a
distance of ten feet.

“He could see the handwriting—and ¥
told him what the three words were—afier
he had exposed his guilt to us. Told him
his name was there and, of course, he as-

stroyed forever.

“ Peculiarly unfortunate as legal proof,
for if you look closely, you'll see the ashes
read: ‘——e killed me.’ Quite obviously the
Christian name of the criminal, but that

sumed it exactly how it
had looked before he burned it.”

The Chemist smiled at the club mem-
bers. “T think that’s all, gentlemen. Jack,

will you remove the evidence? Careful!
It’s very fragile.”

THE MYSTERY RIDER

of the most mysterious re-
cordings in police history is
that written across the pages
of the St. Louis police books
of June, 1900.

A lone masked bandit held up a pas-
senger train just north of New Orleans.
After clearing most of the valuables from
the express car, he cut the engine from the
train and rode away with it. The events
following his departure indicate that the
bandit either. lost his courage or his sense
of location.

He bowled down the tracks at fifty miles
an hour, shooting through small towns with-
out slackening his speed. Farther on and
beyond a larger tawn, mystery enveloped his.

actions, for he abandoned the-engine, leav-
ing his guns on the engineer’s seat and
made his way to a near-by swamp, where
he concealed himself.

Here his body was later found with his
throat cut, evidently a suicide. His iden-
tity has never been discovered, nor any
information relative to his origin or home.
His life to this day remains an unsolved
mystery.

His death was a happy one to the police
and railroad detectives, for he was a terror
to the “thief taker,” who had shot his
way out of many a tight place, but w/o he
was, what he was or whére he came fmm
hasbeenkeptaseu.ledmﬂontbe
of his friends and relatives. .o



SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS

Edited by M. E. Ohaver
CONTAINING SOME MEATY FACTS WITHOUT WHICH NO

art of secret writing has,
in its long and eventful his-
tory, masqueraded under
many different names.

Some of these are
steganography, steganology,
fry?talagy, cryptography, and cipher writ-
ing.

At the present time cipher, which in ordi-
nary usage is synonymous with cryptogram,
has come more especially to mean any par-
ticular system of secret writing, as the
Gronsfeld cipher, or the Blair cipher, rather
than some specimen of writing, or crypto-
gram, in that system.

But cryptography, too, derived from the
Greek words kruptos — hidden, covered,
secret—and- graphia—writing—has survived
in this struggle for existence, and may now
be styled as the accepted scientific title.

Following are the names by which you
can shake hands with this most interesting
study in several other languages. Cryptog-
raphy and cipher will be seen to crop up
in most of, them, in some form or other.

CRYPTOGRAPHER'S HOME IS ANYWHERE NEAR COMPLETE

But the name under which this obscure
department of human activities has been
known is not all that has been changing.
Cryptography itself has evolved from an art
dealing with relatively simple methods of
secret writing into a science of a complexity
probably undreamed of by the old cryptog-
raphers,

Cryptanalysis is that branch of the
science which treats of the resolution of
ciphers without their keys. Several of the
more elementary of these methods have al-
ready been desmbed in Solving Cipher
Secrets.

Two of these articles, published in
FLYNN’s for February 21, and August 15,
contained alphabetical frequency tables, one
of the uses of which is to assist in the solu-
tion of the simple substitution cipher.

It may be remembered from the above
that E is the most frequently used letter in
the English alphabet. Consequently, a tab-
ulation of the characters of a simple substi-
tution cipher will ordinarily reveal at once
just what cipher character is used for E
for the reason that it generally predomma(s
over all othérs by a considerable margin.

Unfortunately' E is about the only letter
that can be determined by this method.
And in many messages, the shorter ones in

Engli¢h: cryptography; cipher.

Esperanto: kriptografio; secreta scribado.

French: chiffre.

German: chiffrirkunst;
chiffreschrift;  geheimschrift;

& geheimschreibekunst.

Ttalian: carac- 1
téres secretos; cifra.

Portuguese: cryplographia. -

Russian:  tainopisanie; :qun. d

Spanish:  criptografia; cifra.

even E has an uncanny knack
of not being the most frequently used let-
Quite often it comes out second or
third in frequency, or even still further

635
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down the scale, being overtopped by T, 0,  TABLE OF ALPHABETIC FREQUENCIES
or some other letter or letters of high fre- Initial  Final
quecy. SR AR
From this it is obvious that some further s A
method is needed in the solution of such 70 207
ciphers unless mere guess work is to be de- 46 420
pended upon. 82 s.:
To overcome this difficulty many meth- ,;: g:g
ods of determining letters, and of differen- 130 00
tiating between them, have been devised. LI 00
Various of these methods will be treated 23 23
from time to time in Solving Cipher Secrets. 3: B f'g
That described herewith may be used ad- i —
vantageously with a simple substitution 14.7 103
cipher having normal divisions between 8.4 15 .
words, o5 an
And it depends on ‘the fact that the . o R
various letters of the alphabe!, considered 361 246
from their total 30 oa
with their frequencies as mmnls and finals 13 oo
of words, bear certain well defined and 108 A3
easily ic relation- :: :‘;
shlps which will enable the decipherer to 03 00
distinguish between them to a greater extent
than would be possible by a consideration 3000 2000

of their total frequencies alone.
A study of the graphic table of total,
initial, and final frequencies herewith will

In the graphic table the unbroken line
shows the total frequency per 1,000 letters
of each letter of the alphabet, based on a

make this clear. count of 5,000 letters straight English text,

ETOANIRS HDLEFUMPYWGBVKXJAZ

140 1 i 5 6

e GRAPHIC ALPHABETIC FREQUENCY TABLE || |'o0

s (English Text) B

oo Al Tatal, (Frequeney por 1000) e |[ |

Initials, ( - 2009). smamemes || | g

g [ Finals, ¢ -~ 200) —— || 1}

N 11

70 — 0

60 @

50

40 \ 40

X B

30 = 80

\ N 46

1ol 1INV AN - 10

f T = - eI b
ETOANIRSHDLCFU AaBY KX JQZ

This table, which is almost self-explana-
tory, bhas been constructed to conform with
the i in

the next cotumn:

including initials and finals. For working
convenience the letters are arranged in the
order of their descending frequencies. 7

The dash line, and the dot line show-tie”
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frequencies per 200 of each letter of the
alphabet, based respectively on counts of
5000-initials only and 5,000 finals only, in
straight English text., Words of but a sin-
gle letter are, of coyrse, excluded from this
count.

Since English words have an average
length of 5 letters—see FLYNN’s for August
15, the frequency per 200 of any letter as
an initial or final is
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course, be expected, and allowed for. ‘The
longer the cipher, the more nearly will the
counts made from it correspond with those
of the table.

Favorable results should be had with mes-
sages of fifty words—two hundred and fifty
letters—or more. But even in shorter ones
the tables are of definite aid.

Of course, it is possible to solve the sim=
ple substi cipher with normal divis

to its frequency per 1,000 in a total count
of all letters, including initials and finals.

Thus, in a message of 1,000 letters—or
200 words—E should average a total occur-
rence, including its use as mmals and finals,
of 130.5 times.

As an initial it would occur on an average
of 4.6 times per 200 in a count of initials
only; or the same number of times as an
énitial in the total count of 1,000.

And as a final it would occur on an aver-
age of 42.0 times per 200 in a count of
finals only, or about the same number of
times as a final in the total count of 1,000,

Now we have arrived at the main event,
namely, the method of applying the tables
toward the identification of letters in the
solution of ciphers.

To illustrate, suppose you have a cipher
of whose characters you have prepared a
frequency table. It might be that you
would be unable to decide which of the
most used characters was E.. And it would
be hardly possible from their total frequen-
cies alone, to positively determine the iden-
tities of any of the other characters.

But if, now, you proceed to make fre-
-quency tables of the initials and finals, im-
portant differences will at once be noted.

For example, as the tables herewith would
lead you to expect, E- will ordinarily occur
more frequently as a final than as an initial,
while T' will occur more often as an initial
than as a final. This one difference should
identify these two characters at once.

Further, O will occur about equally as
initial or final; A often as an initial, bit
seldom as a final; and so on. The relative
total frequenuu, as compared with lmual

sions between words by the method de-
scribed in FLYNN’s for May 16. But the
point is here that we are getting away from
guess work.

By this method the decipherer should be
able to determine the values of a number
of the cipher characters by their mathe-
matical relations in total, initial, and final
counts, before any attempt is made to de-
cipher the message itself.

To find only E and T in this way is to
know the values of nearly one-fourth of all
the characters in the cipher. And to de-
termine E, T, O, and 4, would mean that
nearly forty per cent of the letters had been
identified. The rest should then be easily
discovered by context.

This method of determining letters by
their occurrence as initials or finals is not
at all new. It is foreseen even in the thir-
teen rules of Sicco Simonetta, written in
1474 AD., the first of which takes account
in a general way of the terminations of
Latin words.

However, as presented here, this idea is
not limited merely to the identification of
letters as above described.

To illustrate, you will find appended two
ciphers. In one of these the normal word
divisions have been retained throughout.
While in the other arbitrary divisions have
been used. i

Consequently, if both of these be tested
by the above method, only one will react
normally. Similarly, a message in some
other cipher, say, the Gronsfeld normally
spaced, would not come out in agreement
with the tables,

Again, the relative frequencies of letters
in different betray certain charac-

and final also play a

part in these determinations.
Ce i ati in .cr

from this, or. any other table, must, of

teristic differences in their total, initial, and
final counts, which should assist the de-
cipherer in discovering if a cipher of the
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type being discussed 1s in English or some
other language.

Equipped with tables similar to the above
for other languages, the decipherer can go
a long way idegtifying beforehand the lan-
guage used in a given specimen. Besides
there are numerous other tests that assist
in this of which you will hear later on.

So, in order to derive the greatest bene-
fit from the following two ciphers, the fans
should confine themselves as far as possible
to the principle explained in this article.

Try first to find which of the two ciphers
is normally spaced. Then decide on tenta-
tive values for as many letters of this one
as you can before trying to decipher it
yourself. :

Finally, after you have read the cipher,
compare the true values with your prede-
termined ones, and see how many you had
correct.

‘We would be glad to hear what good for-
tune attends your first experiment with this
method.

Let us know how many, and what let-
ters you were able to predetermine cor-
rectly.

And also of any special method used in
assigning their values that would be of in-
terest to the fans,

Which of the two following ciphers can
you solve by this method, and how wﬂl you
solve the other one?

Look in the next Solving Cipher Seuetx

FLYNN'S

for an explanation of the mystery. In the

meantime—
Here’s your material:

CIPHER No. r.
WK L VFUBSWR JUDPLVZU LWW HQ
L QDF LS KHU XVHGIR UV HFUHW
PHPR UDQGDD QEF RUUHVSR QGHQF
HW ZRWKRX VDQGBHD UV DJREBMX
OLXVFDHVDU, WK HU RPDQJHQ-
HUDO, VWDWHVPDQ, DQGZUL WHU.
HDFK OHWW HUR IW EHPHVVD JHL
VUHS U'HVHQWH DQF LS KHUEB

HULQD GYDQ-

m n,ann os KDEBWL = FDOR
UGHU, GEB LQJ XVHG IRUD, HIRUE,

DQGVR! FDOSKD

,mqnooxm XVHG IRUC.
DPRUJW KHV P HWKRG
VWKDWF DQE HXV HGW RUHVR
OYHDF LS L VWBSHPDBE

KHU RIWK
HPH QWLRQHGW KDWXVHGZ LW
KWKHDXJX VWXVF LS KHU GHVFULE
HGLQI OBQQV IRUI HEUXDU BW
ZHQW BILUVW.

CIPHER No. 2.

_ VK KSZ ZEGTIVETPO PQ V NPOKSJ
KTNZ KSZ JZV SVY.JBOL JP MPD
KSVK KSZIZ IZNVTOZY WZKDZZO NZ
VOY KSZ XPOKTOZOK WBK V JNVMM

THE BLAIR CIPHERS EXPLAINED

The first of the two ciphers in Solving
Cipher Secrets for August 15 was a modi-
fication of the dot writing explained in that
article, first printed in FLyNN’s for July 25.

This cipher made use of a triformed
alphabet, the three different shapes of types
acting as substitutes for the three different
positions of the dots, as represented by the
figures 1, 2, and 3, in accordance with the
following plan:

Each dot over the line, or (1), was repre-
sented by 2 Roman type; each dot upon the
line, or (2), by an Ialic type; and, each
dot under the line, or (3), by a bold face

type.
. Substituting these values for the types,

this cryptogram can be deciphered im ex-
actly the same menner as the original dot.
writing, already explained in the above-
‘mentioned: issue.

Here is a small sample of it; enough to
show how it is done: X
UB?TITWING- T 13 ?mg::::
RECROUPING: * xa1x paa qiva gaat. 1333 aras—ste
DEGIPHERING: B B A E'R —ate

The apparent, or external meaning of this
cipher is thus quite different from the inter-
nal meaning, which follows:

Imagine how the poor fellow must have
felt. The message he carvied was. really
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his death warrant. He expected to be
treated like a gentleman and a soldier.
‘What he got was a dose of lead early the
next morning.

In illustrating this triformed alphabet
cipher of Blair’s, three easily distinguish-
a.ble forms of type have intentionally been

In practice, whether in printed or writ-
ten character, these differences could .be
made so sma.ll that, as Blair himself put it,
a could be d
“ without any suspman of a cipher being
present.” This same is, of course, also
true of Bacon’s biliteral cipher, described
in FLynn’s for April 25.

The second of the two Blair ciphers in
last Solving Cipher Secrets is the most com-
plicated of all his examples.

If you failed to note that the three left-
hand columns of Blair’s original Alphabet
and Key used the (.), or space, and each
letter of the alphabet once only, you prob-
ably failed also to decipher the cipher. For
this arrangement, or, in other words, this
key within a key, is the secref of Blair’s
literal cipher.

To solve the cipher, first number the nine
rows of these three columns thus:
bcs 4 kdy
gmt s gfa
ipu 6 vie

w e
© o~
wug
R

©
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Then you must substitute for each letter
of the cipher the figure that appears to the
left of the row of that letter in the above
portion of the key.

The cipher then becomes a series of
figures that can be resolved by the same
method used for Cipher No. 2 in the July
25 issue, as explained in FLYNN’s for
August 15.

A short fragment is sufficient for illus-
tration:

IPHER,
SR rurve:
GROUPING: 7y
DECIPHERING: T

The message in full is: “ THE GEN-
ERALITY OF CIPHERS ARE COM-
PLEX AND DIFFICULT TO WRITE
IN PROPORTION TO THEIR IN-
TRICACY.”

As a short cut in deciphering the above,
the first letter of each pair may be said
directly to indicate the row, and the figure
of the second letter the column, of the in-
tended letter in Blair’s key.

A careful consideration of this system
will show that there are just nine substitutes
possible for each letter of the Alphabet and
Key. This variation of Blair’s cipher con-
sists then in the use of a multisubstitutional
alphabet of (9x81=) 729 pairs of char-
acters.

MORE NUTS TO CRACK.

« GIVE US MORE CIPHERS! " say the
fans.

So -the cipher editor, who is nothing if
not obliging, has gathered together this
choice assortment of home grown nuts for
the fans to wreak their vengeance on.

Look them over!

No finer array of nuts ever graced the
boughs of any nut tree on earth.

Each particular nut is guaranteed by its
producer to be first class. And the editor,
who has critically inspected them all, abso-
lutely backs up this guarantee without any
mental reservation whatsoever.

So if you have any strength left after
cracking the first two nuts in this article,
don’t put the old nut cracker away until
you have tried it on these:

CIPHER No. 3 )

This one is from Delbert M. Skelly, New-
ark, Ohio, who says it might be called a
humorous cipher, although there is sense in
its nonsense. Mr. Skelly says he got the
idea from the cipher in Arthur P. Hankin’s

story, “The Sea-going Elephant,” in
Argosy-Allstory for May 2. He has entitled
his cryptogram:

A TRAGEDY

The interest in the rifle shots that brought
down the parachute on the One Stick left us
with a payless day. That is, we of the Cir-
cle-A. The tadpole in the parachute saw more
interest in the star seen by the six-gone-wrong
than the rifle shots. The six-gone-wrong of
the Circle-A and the tadpole all saw the star.
The right-face moon and the six-gone-wrong
twice fell on his head and body. The Cir-
cle-A went to the One Stick to get what we



640

need. Although the rifie shots hit the six-
gone-wrong {rom the Circle-A, the twins were
not hurt. The star seen by the Circle-A and
caused by the ifle shots didn’t get us what
we need. The left-face moon seeing the One -
Stick and'the six-gone-wrong together, swal-
lowed the sinker and hook.

CIPHER No. 4.

Says W. B. Lava, of Chicago, Tilinois:
“1 am'’ offering here a cryptogram which
I challenge anybody to decipher without the
key. It is certainly indecipherable. This
cipher was done on a typewriter, but if the
fans' can solve other typewriter ciphers, they
certainly- cannot solve this one.” .

5& )&( 47°%6 & FE?
CIPHER No. 3.

‘Without any hint as to its type, this ex-
cellent cipher, submitted by M. Walker,
Akmn,phio, -should give you a run for your
‘money:'

EIENE  EORSN  EOAHF

OEYHP  SKKLO  IDTLE

ETKES OVOUL TOYDI
‘THINNING OUT

“That the ciphers in the more recent .ar-
ticles have been more difficult of solutipn
is shown by the fact that fewer correct an+
swers are bemg received to all the ciphers
in' each article”

Thus, while many succeeded in solvmg
the No. 1 Gronsfeld, in the June 5 issue,
only the following few also submitted the
correct answer to the Gronsfeld No. 2 in
time for their names to appear in this issue:

/
Frank Spalding, Wrangell, Alaska; Fraucis

A. Gauntt, Chicaga, Illinois; C. W. T. Wel-

don, New York, N. Y.; C. M. Eddy, Jr,

Providence, Rhode Island; E'W. Harlan, Chi-

FLYNN'S

CIPHER No. 6.

A real gem of cipher wisdom is buncd
in this cryptogram from C. W. T. chltll,v
New York City.

3 76-44-30-49-33-59-49-32-36-78-7

& 57-$5~7B-4s-75—66-46-26~6&-59-36-39-77-54-

76-26-36-48-87-48-57-59-69-54-87-30-23-64~ '

59-68-47-76-17-35-88-30-34-44-86-38-28-66-
69-44-59-58.
CIPHER No. 7.

Heré is a clpher, submitted by Rev.
James Veale, D. D, South Ozone Park,
‘Long Island, the key to which is based on.
the principle of the" ordinary cluck dial.

k71§ 4''%9 ;2)3e&2dk!

‘The message might be a very important en-
gagement. Would you be able to keep it?
~5-x-G-G—s 5-C-5-A-A-F—L~xx-H-x-A-g-p

jrerans 1L A5 KG1.G-G-J 51
H-5-A-B-B-A.

RTTNI  SOSPI ~ QTUIT
NONOH OLWWY AGSTI

WNTGA  HKIOQ ~ OURDT

THE' SOLVERS a

cago, Tlinols; W. Walker, Akron, Okio; F. D, |
Jackson, Denver, Colorado; James Oldm, s
Medicine Hat, Alberta, Canada,

And the No. 6 Nihilist' cipher, in J’une
27 Solving Cipber Secrets, stopped all of

M E. Toevs, 'Bumu of Tdentification, Po=
Tice t, Detroit, Michigan; Francis - ;
A Gauntt, Chicago, Tllinois; James Olden,
Medicine Hat, Alberta, Canada; L. B. Pen~
nock, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania; Mrs. S. Ji
E. Solley, Rockport, Massachusetts.
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SEPTEMBER MUNSEY

. . the American author who writes
Allce R1X9 such amusing stories of life in
England, contributes to the September Munsey a
sparkling novelette, ‘*“The Prodigal Mother.”

author of ‘“The Poor Little
Eleanor Gates, Rich Girl,”” contributes a

stirring novelette of robust adventure in the West,
entitled ‘“The Lost Range.”’

Sixteen Short Stories yiser oo o

tains the following remarkable list of short stories
by leading writers:

THE WONDERFUL LITTLE WOMAN . Elisabeth Sanxay Holding

MRS. RODGER COLLECTS HER LEGACY . . Reita Lambert
LOLITA AND THE GRINGO . . . Mary Imlay Taylor
THE GREEN AMULET . . " . . Laura Burton Miller
MAN DEAR s " ¥ ¥ . Cyril B. Egan—
THE STREET OF BROKEN MEN . . . s John D. Swain
DISCOVERY s 5 P 8 F . L. M. Hussey
TWO BIRDS . z 3 5 S = % s s . Luke Thomas
PLAIN PEOPLE . 5 . . § . B . . Myron Brinig
INTESTATE . . . . . . . . Frances Howe Miller
HUNGER . . . . . . Elizabeth Burgess Hughes
THE STAR OF LOVE . . . . . . Leslie Gordon Barnard
NO PUNCH . ” . ¢ 5 . . Elizabeth Irons Folsom
BLUE STEEL . . . . s . . Turbese Lummis Fiske
COMPENSATION . . . Alan Sullivan
NONE OF THIS STUFF WITH RINGS . 5 Mary Carolyn Davies

September MUNSEY’S on sale Now

Use the coupon for a 4 months’ trial subscription of the new *“complete story”” Munsey.

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 Broadway, New York City

GENTLEMEN :—Please send me the September., October, November and December issues ot
MUNSEY'S, as issued, for which I enclose #1.00.

Name

Street and Number........

City State

9-12A.C.

In onswering this advertlaemont (¢ {s dosirable that you mention ihis mogasine, - -



F ADVERTISING SECTION

How Good The Bristles Feel!

‘The first thing you nouce
nhoul a WHITIN
AMS BRUSH is

feel. How strong and
springy they arel Then
you nofice what a clean-
cut, perfectly_balanced,
and ** usable " article the
whole brush is.
your dealer to show
you one,

WHITING ~ADAMS

BRUSHES o
end for

lllustrated.
Literature
Making a Brush

toLasta Lifetime

isa Lifetime Job

J0HN L,wnmue-l.':. 1. ADAMS 0.

Brush Mannfacmms for Over 118 Years and
e Largest in the World

Your own fine trousers Free, and big, steady in

o e et wing man Paons Hotomins Samte:
Amazing\lalues S e

i e u_..__;.m St
M&Eﬁu. o-ub(lpnsiu'l ldybklwder
ﬂll—ﬁ-ll

o “ﬂl‘“—n“ SAMPLES!
Seica pars oift FREE. ﬁ'my«;: 'Bat act

it
1 show.

TeniNg Pk

i

N EW! 35‘%1.':"!?.:755‘-
v

) e
.
B L e g

this Man
Secret Service Operator 38 is oni the job
i OO bt throngh at the exctement o i chnse

of the counterfeit See how a craity operator
works.. Te‘l= ale ﬁ:zquginu ‘on the lamp stand i

hhu\dlﬂdb{!heuns ecting gangster, and a great
an fiction. It’s true, every
Ein. Noobhzmon Jmmd the couponand get—~

FREE!

Nm;ﬂmdetom’cldet

And the best part of itall s this, It may
mmemmm uretor YOUsa higHly patd Flager bint
pert” More “This sch

en 2
just !ke u llld hled th fo hi
Al o T E"u- ind of workeglou m
like. Days full of excitement. Big sal:

Canyou meet this test!

Canyaurendand it Areyouambiious? Wovld you
v B0 taimites s Gay of YOms Sokts N e L

self {D&lﬁih:mfsﬂ!on? Wl:l:!ll?‘ynll lxke a life of B&CM
e adsentires el S
End T show ou how to attain ah thee ye
Send the coupon and I’ Xl lulﬂ the Free Reports—al:
onderful ltstated book telingof e Tubure awaiting

r. a. coonl.
UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCI'ENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 14-56 Chicago, TIL

Un!wuity of Applied Science
0 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 14-56. l:hlum.
c.nuum — Withoat any obligation whataver,

e o S TR R o
fopepectal e
R i i S e
e

Address.

In ansivering any advertisement on.this page it {s desirable that you mention {his magasine.
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Rusty nails
Clamshells
Fish-hooks
Gun-wounds
Campfire burns
Cuts, scratches
Blisters
Insect-bites

- Poison ivy
Sunburn

Don't risk

blood-poisoning
N the sammer time the dreaded scourge
of infection creeps on its victims un.

awares. The camper or vacationist natu-
sally musc bave his share of cuts, burns, and

sect-bites. Broken botrles and clamshells
infest even the nicest bathing beaches.
Barbed wire and fish-hooks and poison ivy
are always with us. Mosquito bites and sun-
burn, too, are dangerous sources of infec-
tion. Tennis, rowing and hiking cause
blisters which may have extremely serious
consequences.
But you need not carry a whole medicine
chest full of special preparations for all these
purposes. The same bottle of Zonite which
prevents infection from knife-cut or gun-
wound will soothe your sunburn and insect-
bites or, a5 3 mouthrwash, willprevent colds
and more serious diseases of throat, nose
or gum:
Best of .u Zonie is absolutely non-poison-
us. Though Jfar moe ol han aoy dilu-
tion of cacbolic acd thac can be spplied o
Zonite is safe in the hands of a
e e i every package.
Zonite Products Company, posmmsp uilding,
250 Patk Avenue, New York, N.

Jonite

{ Zonite Products Company, Postum Building
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y.

At your druggist’s in
bottles — 50c and §1
Slightly higher in Canada

! dru loes not
e omiea e wall veud
youa aid, on.
Teceip

Please send me fr f the Zonite bookl
boopicasegend me free copy of the Zonite booklee or

I

1
1
! ]
1 se of Antiseptics i i m= Home 1
] O Nursery e Baby 1
1 O Feminine Hygiene (D-D) I
NaME .cvverraenrsraersrsanssasanssnans 1

U ada
1 o '
! . H

ROMANCE

You often hear people refer to
the ““dear old days of romance”’—
to the time when knight-errants
roamed the earth to do honor to a
lady’s blue eyes.

These folks say we are living in
an age of realism!

An age of “realism” where the
human voice is hurled across r.he-;'
world without wires; where the [
temperature of Mars is taken more
than thirty millions of miles away;
where tons of steel and people ride
easily and safely through the air or
under the sea!

An age of realism! Why, thls is
the most romantic of all ages!

The advertising columns are full
of romance—of the romance of
men who have devoted their lives
to bringing new comforts, conven-
iences and pleasures for mankmd

Advertisements tell these
stories, not with the romantic ex-
aggeration of a jongleur, but with
the calm, simple words of sincerity.
Here is a firm that spent millions
to develop a product that makes
vour baby comfortable. Here is
a company that has labored fifty
years to cut a single hour of toil
from your day’s work. Here is a
man who has searched the Seven
Seas to produce a new flavor for
your dinner.

Romance — this age is full of
it. Not just empty romance, but
the true romance of achievement,
of progress, of the betterment of
mankind.

ES

Advertisements tell you
what the romance of business is doing

for you. - Read them J

In answering any advertisement on this page It (s desirable that-you mention thie magosine.
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%in..crispy.’sugar shells Stuﬁ
vith pure..luscious fruit-jams..
..nuts ang’ Marmalades!......

HE first taste convinces—Diana “‘Stuft’> Confections are purity
itself! The children can eat their fill without fear. Long ago,
we originated Diana *‘Stuft” Confections to meet all summer
conditions. These crispy sugar shells are thin as paper, ‘‘stuft’’ with
imported nuts and fruit-jams and marmalades, made in our own plant.

All' 1200 Bunte Candies measure up to the Bunte Golden Quality Creed.

Good stores everywhere carry Diana ‘‘Stuft’” Confections in 214, 4, 9
or 16 ounce air-tight jars and 2, 3 and 5 pound air-tight tidy tins. Each
package contains 21 varieties. Keep some on hand at home always. In
buying, say ‘‘Bunte’’ —that insures Golden Quality and the genuine,

BUNTE BROTHERS, Est. 1876, #srid-Famous Candies, Chicago

IANA STUFT

Confections

In Air-Tight Tins
2 lbs. $1.25; 3 Ibs. $1.80; 5 lbs. $2.50

In Glass Jars
4% oz. 30c; 9 oz. 50c; 16 oz. 75¢

!

o Lo

i Eﬁuﬂ 53 A

Wi 000y CSaility
Wy CANUIES g

Slightly higher prices r.;}nt ;f Rockies and far South



SUCH POPULARITY MUST BE DESERVED
Americas pre-eminence in International polo competition has
been won just as Chesterfield won its present position among
the world’s cigarettes —by clean-cut superiority over all comers.
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