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A FAST AND FASCINATING BATTLE OF,WITS, WITH SIX MILLION DOLLARS AS

THE STAKE.
AHEAD OF THE
QUERCK, THE ROTTER.
MOUSE, WATCHES AND NIBBLES.

AND THE QUAINT LITTLE MAN,

TIIE SMOOTH AND CLEVER SARVER, ALWAYS A MQVE OR TWO
GAME, DANGLES THE PRIZE BEFORE

THE MEAN EYES OF
KNOWN AS THE

CHAPTER 1.

ONES glanced over the top of the
evening paper. “Old man Nor-
ton's pretty far gone?’ he com-

mented iimtemrogatively.

There was a note of disappointment
in the speech. For two—for thmee—
years Jones had looked expectantly for
something material to result from Sar-
ver's relationship with M. M. Norton.
Something in the nature of spoils, of
course. He never had doubted that
Sarver was nursing the Walll Street
plunger along for some distinet and
profitable purpose. But nothing ever had
happened. With the passing of Not-

ton, therefore, Jones saw a rich prospect
vanishing.

Om his back on the lounge, Sarver
continued to stare vacantly at the ceil-
ing. The neglected cigarette in his
hand, trailing to the fioor, sent a waver-
ing stream of smoke up his arm to

\ gather in a shifting blue cloud above
him. He didn’t answer.

Witth unnecessary rustling Jones
changed his position. He made another
effort. Sarver might at least tell him
what designs he had had on Norton.
Wy he had waited so long—too long.

“I guess he's counting his chips now,"
said Jones leadingly.
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Sarver grunted absently. Encouraged
by the slight response, Jomes persisted:

“Tihe paper says he can't last more'n
a couple of days.”

Sarver chuckled silently. He caught
the drift of Jones' thought. A number
of times Jones had hinted openly that
there must be possibilities in connec-
tion with M. M. Norton.

“Must be tough to have to cash in
when you’ve a wad like his,” said Jones.

He drew some information.

“A deathwatch isn't generous in fiig-
uring a man's remaining days,” said
Sarver. “It’s a soft job, Jones, sitting
around waiting for a man to die. The
reporters don’t hate it exactly. You
can't blame them for being a bit en-
thusiastic—for heightening the sus-
pense, I mean, by shortening his span.
That prolongs an easy assignment;
there's no deathwatch unless the great
man is likely to die promptly. M. M. is
a great man,” he remarked cynically,
“because Wall Street is interested in
him. Walll Street expects his death to
reveal his holdings and is all primed
to knock the stuffing out of them.”

Blowing gently into the smoke cloud,
Sarver thoughtfully watched it weaving.
Jones nodded attentively, waiting for
more.

“Walll Street’s going to be fooled,”
added Sarver. “THwow over an ash
tray."”

“Then”—Jpnes drew an inference at
once right and wrong and hastened to
express it as Sarver showed signs of
returning to his reverie—"tthem he isn't
in such bad shape as they say?"

“Not quite.” Sarver rolled over to
locate the ash tray that Jones skated
across the floor. “But it's only a ques-
tion of time, and too little time at that.
He may live a week, the doctors told
me this afternoon.”

“I don't get you,” confessed Jones.
“You say he's going to fool 'em, and
then that he's sure enough going to
die. Wihat——"
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“Oh. that " Resting on his elbow
as he crunched the cigarette into the
tray, Sarver looked at his lieutenant.
“I simply meant that the wise ones
down in the Street aren’t going to find
M. M. heavily committed on anything.
He’s always kept them guessing, and
he has them guessing now. They wen't
find anything to hammer—mothing de-
pendent upon him for suppert. He
stayed on his feet to the last minute
quietly clesing otit. That's all I meant.
He hasn’'t a ehanee of pulling threwgh.
And, as you sald, Jenes,” Sarver
nedded semberly, “it's tough—tewgh.”

Flopping onto his back again, Sarver
closed his eyes, thinking of the man
who was dying—amd what his death
should bring. Jones also remained
silent, his brows wrinkling as he strove
to place a deeper construction en Sar-
ver's words. He could not rid himself
of the gloomy bellef that a bright pros-
pect was, literally, dying en thelr hands.
Yet it was beyond him te see hew M.
M. Nerion new eould be used te ad-
vantage.

“M. M. should have been operated
on long ago,” related Sarver after a
while. “Now he's got such a snarl of
complications that all the doctoring in
the world can't save him. I'm sorry,
Jones, though I don't suppose many
others are. He didn't make friends.”

Jones knew that; everybody did. It
was a tribute to Sarvers personality
that he had come close to Norton.
Also, so far as Jones could perceive,
it had created a condition that was new
in Sarver’s life—a ripe, sincere friend-
ship in which there was no ulterior mo-
tive. For Jones was satisfied that Sar-
ver had a real liking for the stock
plunger.

From personal observation, Jones was
aware that Norton’s lack of intimates
was not due to any disagreeable quality
in appearance or manner. Norton had
been in the habit of coming to the
apartment about once a month to chat
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an evening with Sarver. Amd though
Jones had been present only in the guise
of a servant, he had found the million-
aire jovial and democratic.

M. M. Norton’s aloofness was the
outgrowth of his intolerance of any one
who sought benefit through friendship.
Long ago he had come to distrust the
advances of others because of the many
who had attempted to worm informa-
tion from him. In the Street it was
aid, and truly, that none who ever
asked him for advice on the trend of
the market had been gramted it. Dur-
ing his earliest successes, he had learned
to know the breed that' thrives on the
brains of other men.

He had found it a breed so numerous
that he had come to believe he was not
wanted for himself, but only for his
ability to size yp the market and con-
duct a campaign. Particularly had that
conclusion been established when his
calculations proved wrong—as the cal-
culations of the most knowing some-
times must—and he had been criticized
by those to whom he #iad given the
dupe on which he had risked—and lost
—fiis own fnoney. Naturally inclined
to be a lone wolf, experience had con-
firmadl him in that direction. Through-
out the years he had drawn more and
more into his solitary shell, seldom
forming even a temporary alliance, and
then only when it became briefly neces-
sary to further his own interests.

Such was the man whose sole inti-
mate Sarver had become; the man whom
Jones had expected from day to day to
see sheared by Sarver, or used some-
how in the shearing of others; the man
who now lay dying without Sarver hav-
ing turned a trick on him.

That Sarver had won the confidence
of Norton did not in itself surprise
Jones. There were few who could
withstand the rogue’s whimsical indi-
viduality, is unostentatious but hearty
fellowship. Ewven Wall Street, which
knew Sarver as a conservative invest-

ment broker and Noxton as a spectacular
operator, received it as natural enMv<h
that Sarver should have penetrated the
inner threshold to Norton’s regard.

In fact, the Street winked and kept
an eye on Sarver whenever Norton was
known to be active in the market. Noth-
ing ever was gained by those who as-
pired to checkmate Norton through this
watching of Sarver, but still the delu-
sion remained fixed that Sarver was
right-hand man to the plunger and was
employed to cover up major operations.
That was the only explanation which
seemed to fit the sustained friendship
with the lone wolf. Amd Sarver was
credited with a magnificent astuteness
in having attained intimacy with Nor-
ton; for of course it was assumed {iiat
he shared in the winnings.

Whwereat both Sarver and Norton
laughed. Each fop his own separate
reason was pleased not to disturb the
existing impression which named them
in partnership. Out of it Norton got
an ironical amusement because here
again he was misleading the men he
so often outmaneuvered in the market,
Out of it Sarver got the reflection of
Norton’s fimancial strength; a consider-
able asset in maintaining his pose of
legitimate enterprise and probity while
he practiced brazen outlawry. Who
would suspect the associate of M. M,
Norton of being involved in grand and
ingenious larceny on the side? Of di-
recting and at times actively conducting
burglarious and kindred depredations
which, to the despair of the police, re-
mained open on the records?

It never occurred to the Street that
Sarver had followed the line of least
resistance in setting out to imgratiate
himself with the lone wolf. He had
asked no favor, and had made it clear
that he would ask none. Amd gradually
Norton had warmed to him—had ac-
cepted him as that rarity, the man who
wants nothing in return.

But, as Jones so long had surmised,
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while Sarver asked! nothing he had
planned to take something. At the start
he had courted Norton’s friendship with
the deliberate intent of applying it in
some way to line his own pocket. Not
in the stock market; no. The blood
tingle for Sarver did not lie in gam-
bling with money, but in staking his
freedom upon his cunning and general-
ship in outwitting the law.

Thus, merely forward looking, with
but a general notion that some day it
would afford opportunity to reap the
sort of dividend he craved, Sarver had
obtained Norton’s friendship. Then
had entered a circumstance for which
he had not bargained: he in turn had
warmed to Norton, including him among
the scant handful for whom he had gen-
uine feeling. Cherishing the friendship,
he had refraimed from jeopardizing it
by centering any of his crimimality upon
Norton. To himself he had explained
it otherwise by deprecating wihat he
termed his own mawkishness and adding
that he was saving Norton as an ace
in the hole against duil times.

Tihe collapse and imminent death of
Norton had caused Sarver to review the
deferred possibility. As he relaxed on
the couch his mind was an imcongruous
mingling of sentiment and business; his
own outlawed brand of business. He
had come to the conclusion that he might
as well rake in on the ace. There was
no sense in letting sentiment interfere
with business; not now. His attitude
would liave been different had it been
wrESiie to save Nortom’s life. Since
he could not be saved what did it mat-
ter that the project Sarver contemplated
hinged upon the death of his friend?
Sarver did not regard the proposition
as cold-blooded. He simply was taking
advantage of a natural situation. Nor-
ton would not be affected; he would be
dead.

Shrewdly eying his reposeful chief,
Jones wondered whether sorrow monop-
olized his attention. Sarver’s preoccu-

PHEOPLL'S EMdIOQRETE M AGGAZINE

pation indicated that sorrow did not, as
Jones knew his silences. So Jones
angled again, touching the point upon
which Sarver should be interested.

“Hiis millions don’t do him much
good now, eh, Dick?"”

Sarver’s eyes popped open. The re-
mark jibed so neatly with his pondering.

“Not any good,” he agreed, “unless
you count prolonging the agony as
worth while.” He paused, surveying
Jones. “I was thinking something like
that/’ he added.

“Yeh?” invited Jones. He grinned.
Sarver’s admission and his reflective
tone sounded vaguely promising. But
Sarver’s lids again were drooping.

Jones coughed suggestively and pur-
sued the conversatiom:

“You over to see him again to-day?"

“Umi.” Sarver smiled at this evident
fishing excursion. He marked Jones’
air of eager expectancy. Jones’ nose
was lifted high into the wind.

Sarver abandoned his drowsing.
Jones would keep pestering him.

“Just what is it you want to know.
Jones?”

The reply was pointed: “Wiho gets his
dough?¥

“I'm not sure” Sarver sat up,
swinging his feet to the fibmr. “Why 2"

“Ohh, nothing,” said Jones. “Omiy
Say, Dick, how'd you let the old bird
get away? I always thought you——"

“I did, Jones,” acknowiedged Sarver,
His face puckered and the steel-gray
eves softened. “Wihem I picked up with
him I did have an idea that we
could——" He broke off with a ges-
ture. “But that isn't what kept me
friendly with M. M.* he explained
quickly. He would have denied this,
but his vanity, which not long ago had
come close to bringing about his down-
fall, had a part in that declaration. He
intended to convey to Jones that had he
wished he could have made Notton a
victim, Proud of his eunning, he could
fiet let Jones think for an instant that
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it was growing stale; that in taking up
with Norton he had started something
he could not ffimish.

Dimly Jones comprehended Sarver's
feeling, although sentiment was an emo-
tion strange to him, aside from his alle-
giance for Sarver, which he did not
recognize as sentimental. He recol-
lected the quiet comradeship of Sarver
and Norton when he had seen them jo-
gether.

“Huwih,” he said, and graphically, “You
got stuck on the old bird and let up on
him ?*

“You show rare imsigit—dclicacy,”
remarked Sarver flijppantly; he wanted
to change the tenor of the talk.

“Aw * Jones passed the sarcasm.
He was intent upon M. M. Norton's
millions. “Has he got any follks?™

“Yees.” Sarver’s lips pulled thin, his
eye held a fllickerimg contempt. “A
nephew."

“Does he get the rolli?

Lighting a cigarette. Sarver hesitated,
pufiing.

“Not as things stand at present,” he
replied ambiguously.

It was like pulling teeth, thought
Jones, but he stayed.

“Yom going to beat him outt?*

“I am not,” returned Sarver.
like to beat him up!*

“Eh?” Jones wagged his head lugu-
briously. “How come ?*

“Because I think about as much of
him as M. M. does. He’s a rotter.”

Sarver’s expression told that he meant
that absolutely. Jones looked blank,
He was all mixed up; he couldn’t fol-
low.

“You know him 2" he asked inamely.

“I've met him¥ Sarver glanced at
his watch. “Mr. Alonzo Querck will
phone in a few minutes. Tell me how
you like his voice. It gives a complete
specification of hiin.”

Allonzo Owmerck ? Jones never had
heard of him. But he was prepared to
dislike him because, regardiess of every-

“I'd

thing, Mr. Querck was a contender with
a fllying chance at the Norton fortwne
If Norton didn’t include him in his will,
Querck, as the only relative, could
doubtless make an interesting contevi
that would tie up the estate and perhaps
force a compromise.

“Witat's he calling you for?” scowled
Jones.

Sarver shrugged.
money."”

“You just said he won’t get it."

“But he hasn't given up hope,”
laughed Sarver thinly. “There he i*—
as the phone rang. “You answer.”

As he listened at the phone, Jones'
scowl blackened. If Allonzo Querck's
general make-up matched his voice, Sar-
ver had not gome amiss in categemyi:o
him as a rotter. Tihe grating monotone,
unctuous and self-satisfied, aroused
Jones to revulsion. He handed the re-
ceiver to Sarver and stood by, antici-
pating that the conversation wouid tell
him something definite about what was
afoot.

It didn’t. Sarver said only that noth-
ing had happened—to call on him in the
morning. Querck’s greasy voice, which
Jones was near enough the instrument
to hear, objected that time was getting
short and that Sarver would have to
hurry. He was saying more along th~i
line guardedly when Sarver curtly
wished him good evening and hung up

“He sounds like a bum, all right,
declared Jones, whose language at time s
became more apt than elegant. “You're
sure he won’t get the dougin?”

The reply was clearly disingenuous,
perplexing: “Not if M. M. has his
way. M. M. aims to help out some col-
leges and cat-and-dog homes. His wili
is made—has been made for a lon-
time.”

“Hell!” The expletive was the acme
of disgust and went well with JoncV
dour countenance. For the momemt h
missed the significance of Sarver’s “if."
“What a waste of coin!” sputtered

“About M. M.'s
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Jones. “Hell, Dick, can't we grab off
a hunk? Whhat's the use letting——"
“How, Jones?' interrupted Sarver.
He laughed softly at the vehement out-
burst from the usually placid Jones.
“Tell me how?”

“Wdlﬂ "
ﬂm&m "

“Well?” urged Sarver.

Jones grinned sheepishly. He had no
suggestion.

“Oth, I dunno.” he said. “You ought
to think up something, Dick. He’s been
your pal. You got the head. Maybe"
—ihe brightened—*“mayhe he'll leave
vou——"

“He won't,"” said Sarver crisply. “He
thinks I've got enough. I've told him
so whenever he's hinted that I might
use his dope on the market. I wouldn't
take his tips,”” he explainmed as Jones
stared, “because if I had he'd have
crawled back into his shell. And,
Jones*—Samwer’s smile was almost de-
fiant, as if he were caught in some
shameful act—*“I didn’'t want to lose
M. M. No more do I want him to leave
me money,” he ended with a snap.

To Jones such an attitude was crazy,
but what could he do about it? If
Sarver chose to be queer, the question
was settled; he was the doctor. So far
as Jones could see, money was money,
whether it was given to you or you
took it. He'd rather have it come as a
gift; that carried no risk. Jones never
faltered in the face of danger, but he
went into it only to fatten the roll on
which he planned to retire—some day.
He supposed Sarver was prompted by
a like consideration. But therein he
showed that despite their long associa-
tion he did not completely understand
his directing genius. Sarver himself
would have had difficulty in convincing
Tones that the spice of money was in
the getting of it by his wits.

Therefore Jones nodded dejectedly.
He sighed. Wihat’d Sarver want to ge
get stuck on old Nerton for?

Jones  slowed up.
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“I get you,” he said, which wasn't
quite the truth. “It’s tough, though.

Sarver’s moodiness passed. The
smile returned, and the hard gleam_of
hazard shone in his eyes. He gave
Jones’ spirits another fillip.

“Weelll see how tough it is after M.
M. has gone,” he said. He made an
odd distinction: “We can't tap M. M.
then. With the others,” he laughed,
“that’s something different.”

Jones stared blankly. Sarver to-night
was a series of contradictions.

“YWihat you going to do?' Jones was
near to pleading, for he was more at sea
than when he had begun to pump.

Switching on the lights, Sarver
stepped to the middle of the room. In-
tently he looked over it, visualizing.

“I’'m going to get a milliom—or two
—iif I can,” he said. “Now let's do
some scene shifting. We’re going to
entertain the Mouse,” he chuckled. “I
asked him to drop in to-might.”

CHAPTER II.

THE attitude of Jones toward the
Mouse was immediately recorded. He
swore—wiith repression, but heartfelt
vehemence. He preferred to have
plenty of space between himself and the
little man whom Sarver had musingly
but ineptly dubbed the Mouse. The
less he saw of the Mouse—or, more
correctly, the less the Mouse saw of
him, the better he liked it. For to Jones
the Mouse had become an ever-present
and consuming menace. Alllowed his
own way, to follow the ruthless law of
self-preservation that had been his in
the eruder days before Sarver adopted
him, Jones would have arranged for
something heavy to land on the Mouse.
Umnder the elreumstances, he meurned
that Sarver se hampered his style by
Barring vielenee.

Sarver, however, was wholly sensible
to the danger. Otherwise he would
have paid no heed to the Mouse. But
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he regarded it as no more than poten-
tial. In jousting with the Mouse, as
he well knew that henceforward he
must, he had none of Jones’ pessimism.
His self-assurance was superb, but not
braggart. Hawing distanced the hunt so
often, he was confident of ability to do
so again. He welcomed the intrusion
of the Mouse for the further savor of
conflict it afforded.

Since the crime in which Sarver,
yielding to vanmity born of consistent
victory, had pulled a trick so amazingly
brazen as to be brutally raw, he find the
Mouse had come to understand one an-
other. That affair had concerned the
disappearance of a hundred thousand
dollars’ worth of unset diamonds as
Sarver—apparently—was about to buy
them. As a remembramce, besides the
loot, he had the Mouse.

The Mouse had appeared as investi-
gator for the insurance cdmpany in that
case, and had developed a moral cer-
tainty that Sarver didf get the gems.
But Sarver had so fortified himself in
a position to cast doubt upon the dia-
mond merchant that it seemed as though
the latter had attempted to victimize
Sarver, whose check he already held.
Allone in his suspicion, the Mouse had
kept it to himself. Moral certainties
are valueless in court. He had sat in
to play a waiting game.

Sarver had welcomed him good-hu-
moredly as the Mouse’s hand was re-
vealed. He was just a little tired of
so completely outclassing the - police.
Not that he craved danger; of course
not. But—wall, wouldn’t the triumph
be greater if some of the pursuit got
a glimpse of him, but failed to carry
on to the kill?

Affiter the diamond theft he kept in
friendly touch with the Mouse for two
reasons—because at close range he
could observe more accijtely just how
great was the little manr'¥ wisdom, and
because, perversely, he liked him. He
relished the Mouse’s quiet conversa-
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tional barbs, innocent-sounding speeches
with a hidden sting. To the consterna-
tion of Jones the Mouse became a cas-
ual guest at the apartment. He read
Sarver’s purpose in maintaining friendly
contact and it suited him also to have
things that way. Some time when he
least expected he might pick up from
Sarver the missing thread.

Then the contest was broken wide
open and all pretense laid aside when
the Mouse bobbed up to snatch a prize
from Sarver—sewemty-four thousand
dollars in currency that had been irre-
trievably lost by the bank clerk who
stole it, but which seemed to be within
Sarver’s grasp. Omce more, however,
the Mouse had found Sarver securely
intrenched. There was no proof that
he had been criminally implicated. So
again the Mouse had pigeonholed his
observations and let Sarver go his way.
Their relations remained unchanged ex-
cept that Sarver’s respect for his oppo-
nent was manifestly enlarged when the
Mouse let it be tacitly understood that
he was making this a personal matter,
playing out the hand alone.

It was illustrative of Sarver’s bhold
processes that he should invite the
Mouse to call while embarking on an-
other venture, the first since the dis-
aster attending the bank clerk’s plunder.
But Sarver really was taking precau-
tions. The Mouse was working on the
back trail? he knew; on events prior to
the diamond theft. Whhile without fear
that a case could be made out on any
of his endeavors, Sarver wamted now
to learn just how well the Mouse had
things hooked up in his own mind.

With his efforts centering upon the
Norton fortune, Sarver conceded that
the Mouse might prove troublesome.
He might, for instance, come forward
with a recital, libelous without proof,
but circumstamtial enough to attack Sar-
ver’s credibility seriously. Sarver de-
sired to appear with clean skirts. The
Mouse could spatter mud.
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Wiherefore Sarver was confromted by
a double problem, interlocking. There
was the execution of his plan to collect
a milliem—or two, and the handling of
the Mouse. All in all, he felt it ad-
visable to put a damper on the Mouse.

CHAPTER 1I1.

THE scene shifting incidental to the
reception of the Mouse was not exten-
sive.

Sarver shoved a chair over with its
back to the flat oak desk which served
also as reading table.

Fill sit here,” he announced to the
wondering Jones.

At an angle to that chair and about
eight feet distant to the right he placed
another in front of the grate,

“Tihe Mouse here,” he said.

Umless the chairs were moved their
occupants would face one another over
the arms. The Mouse might be ex-
pected to haul round so as to have a
more direct view of his host and quarry,
but even then Sarver would remain bul-
warked behind the high side of the
Tumkish chair. If he sat that way he
could lean naturally in a position which
would keep his right hand practically
out of sight.

“Swiitch these other chairs around so
he won't drop into any of them,” said
Sarver. He lent a hand and gave the
room a haphazard look that was not
out of keeping and appeared accidental.

“l don’t wamt him to notice he's be-
ing maneuvered,” said Sarver, “but I
want him to sit right there.”

Jomes qeesed motitemimg  to sk,
liw'ﬂny?h’

“To keep him out of the light."
Sarver smiled critically at the indirect
fixture which furmished the illwmination.
“We'we got to study the light effect,
Jones. Get up there and put out a
couple of bulbs.”

Moumting on a chair, Jones un-
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screwed the bulbs from their sockets.
Sarver shook his head.

“Amother one.”

That left a single bulb burning. The
room was dim as he wished it, but with
a quick motion Sarver disapproved the
arrangement.

“Too noticeable,” he declared. “Too
stagy. Put them all back, Jones. We'll
try the flioor kamp.”

Jones obeyed and climbed down. He
saved his questions, now Sarver was in
action, waiting for the results to ex-
plain themselves.

Tihe floor lamp stood behind the desk.
Sarver disconnected it and carried it
across the room to the wall farthest
from the chairs he had placed for him-
self and the Mouse. There was another
socket there in the wainscoting, and he
plugged in the lamp.

“That’s it,” he said as Jones extin-
guished the other lights.

The burned-orange shade gave the
room a pleasant, subdued duskiness, to
which the delft-blue walils contributed
a harmonious tinge. The effect was
restful, and, being so, the faintness of
the illumination was not conspicuous.

Opening a drawer in the desk, Sarver
glanced at Jones.

“Cam vou stand ether?” he asked.

“Ether! What—who——"  Jones
gaped.

A two-oumece bottle in his hand, Sar-
ver shut the drawer.

“Dom’t get excited.” He laughed.
“I don't wamt you to take it. Does a
whiff of it make you sick is what I
mean ?"

“Uth-uh.” said Jones with visible re-

lief. “But what the—"
Sarver uncorked the bottle. The
pungent reek of ether arose. He

grinned at Jones.

“in case you don't know,” he said,
“you’re now in the act of putting an
unfortumate puppy out of misery. It
—aer—had fits. Ate too much red beef,
probably.”
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Wiith a flourish he poured half an
ouncg of the colorless liquid on to a mag-

azine. The atmosphere was instantly
permeated.
Jones, leaning forward in open-

moutlied bewilderment, got a heavy in-
halation and coughed.

“Wihat the hell, Dick!” he spluttered,
backing away and pressing a handker-
chief over his mouth. “Wihat's the big
idea? You going'—his ¢yes widened
above the kerchief—*you going to feed
it to the Mouse?"

“Jones—jones!” chided Sarver, cork-
ing the bottle. “Wihy not ask if I'm
going to cut his throat? . The place
smells, I told you, because you just got
through anasthetizing a pup that had
fits. We require an explanation for the
Mouse. Wihen he rings the bell, we'll
open the windows to make it seem we're
trying to clear the air. Meanwihiile——"

Twrming again to the desk, he took™

up a flat mahogany box, about the size
of a two-pound candy package. Velvet-
lined, it contained two automatic pistgls.
Smiling thoughtfully, -Sarver puolistedi
the guns with 'a silk kerchief and res
turned them to their velvet bed.

“If you’d use one of 'em on the damn’
Mouse,"” begafi Jones feelingly.

“Your'd like to do it, wouldn’t youw?”
said Sarver lightly.

“I store would,"” affirmed Jones. *“Say
the word and——"

“Amd have the dear public entertained
with the news that after the third shock
you were pronounced dead, three min-
utes and forty-seven seconds after the
firstt contact,” fimishedd Sarver. “Strat-
egy, Jones, has got downright violence
backed off the boards. Besides.” he
laughed softly again, “who ever heard
of any one using a gun on a mouse!
Run off into another room, Jones, if
the ether’s too strong for you. I've got
to fix myself up to welcome the little
man.”

When the Mouse entered the shaded
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room fiifteen minutes later, Sarver was
lolling in his chair. Wiithout rising, he
waved greeting to his visitor; they were
on free-and-easy terms despite their
status as hunted and hunter, for tiey
were alike in one particular as disbe-
lievers in rushing strong-arm methods.

“I’m lazy, Hutton,” smiled Sarver.
“Drop yourself anywhere.”

The chair that had been placed for
him being the only one in any way fac-
ing Sarver, the Mouse settled into it.
Tihe odor of the ether brought mild in-
quiry to his face.

“Had an operation in the flaae’* A
bland smile accompanied the words,
with just a trace of doubt in it. Had
he come upon Sarver in the midst aff—
something ?

“It is sickish, isn’t it?” Sarver wrin-
kled his nose and related the ffitiion
about the dog. “It’lll blow out soon,
though; the windows are open. You
don’t mind it?"*

“No.” The Mouse’s tone was dry.
It might be true about the dog, and it
might not. His quiet gaze roved over
the room while Sarver branched into
small talk.

They might have been cromies, with
never a cloud between them; Sarver
slouching on the small of his back, chat-
ting over his right shoulder; the Mouse
placid, with hands drooping idly be-
tween his knees. But beneath their in-
dolence each felt in the other a watch-
ful keenness, and himself stood ready
to parry or thrust.

Before long the Mouse observed that
there was a specific reasom for this
meeting. From the start Sarver saw
that his visitor was on guard, perplexed
by the ether which hung so persistently
in the air. That was as he desired.
The Mouse was guessing, and would he
skeptical of ail that was said.

Abruptly Sarver grew serious. Sit-
ting up, he turned sidewise in His chair,
leaning on his ri¢ht arm as he spoke.

“I wamt a straimttfrom-the-shoulder
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talk with you, old man/’ he said slowly.
“You have an idea that I—wadll—
Wihat say?”

The Mouse nodded. He felt the
presence of Jones near by—amd he
thought of that in conjunction with the
partly filled, red-labeled bottle on the
table.

“I’m in your hands,” he jested. “Fire
away."

“Pour yourself something fiirst,” said
Sarver. ‘“That’s the same Scotch. 1
want you to feel—at peace.”

Following the inclination of Sarver's
head, the Mouse turned to find Jones,
now cast as servant, at his elbow. The
ice tinkled in the glasses as Jones low-
ered the tray for the Mouse to help
himself.

“Mix mine, Jones,” said Sarver, and
the Mouse noted the catlike silence of
the man as he moved to the table and
performed the service.

Still resting on his right arm, Sarver
took in his left hand the glass Jones
proffered. He raised it sociably.

“How!h’

“How!” returned the Mouse, and
drank with him,

As Jones noiselessly retired, the
Mouse moved his chair. He faced his
host more directly and at the same time
brought the door within range of the
tail of his eye. He could avoid having
Jones steal up on him again.

“lLet’s be frank with one another,
Hutton,” said Sarver. “There’s noth-
ing to be gained by circling.”

“There isn't,” agreed the
“Where do you want to strartt?"

Sarver’s tone crisped. ‘“‘Right up to
date. Il put it bluntly: Wthat would
you do if I should be drawn into a court
contest? Waiit a minute! It would be
a civil actiom.

“That’s a hard question to answer
offhand,” said the Mouse. He crossed
his ankles deliberately. “It depends on
the nature of the suit—and what side

Mouse.
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you happened to be on.
me that?"

"Not any more than that it would be
the right side. 1 wouldn’t be an in-
terested party; only a witness.”

“[Mhem”—the Mouse’s hands fllopped
dcprecatimgly—“wihat difference could
be made by any interference of mine?”

Sarver’s lips pursed disappoimtediyy:
“I thought we agreed on frankness?"

“I'm asking you for that,” said the
Mouse. “Wiat sort of suit would it
be? Friendly? Or would there be
some intimation of —er—af crime—say
fraud, perhaps?”

Staring into his glass, Sarver seemed
to ponder.

“No. Not in the technical sense, al-
though an effort might be made to set
up a suggestion of sumettniimg—unethi-
cal. You see, Hutton,” he went on seri-
ously, “I’m putting this up to you be-
cause I've been asked to do a certain
thing. To undertake a matter of trust,
in fact. Well, smile if you will! I
wouldn’t hesitate except that yow'*—he
hesitated with a wry smile—“ihat you
have your ideas.”

“I apologize for smiling,” said Hut-
ton gravely. “You struck me rather
suddenly with that. Go on. You hesi-
tate because——" he prompted.

“Because you might choose an un-
fortunate time to let go what somebody
recently referred to as loose talk.”

The Mouse digested that, his wide
eyes placid, unchanging. He was look-
ing for the motive in this confidence.
He doubted that Sarver was stating the
truth. Not the whole truth, at any
rate. It was possible that Sarver was
in earnest in asking for a truce—his
effrontery was great enough—but the
Mouse had yet to be convinced.

“You mean that such loose talk might
upset the trust—you said trust—reposed
in yow?”

“In a way—yes. Of coumse"—the
shadow of a threat was in the suave
tone—"“I"d protect myself against any

Wil you tell



PxSEBD UP13

attack. You understand that. But we
won't bother about that till we come
to it. I'm not thinking of myself now.
Wihat I want ypu to know is that if
you were to start anything you would
cause confusion which in turn probably
would result in a great injustice.”

Frowming, Sarver stopped. The
Mouse, however, thought he saw his
tongue go into his cheek. He waited
while Sarver emptied his glass and set
it on the desk.

“Imjustice to whoun?”

“To those on whose side I'd ‘be a
witness.” A flauntimy twinkle in the
eyes contradicted the otherwise sober
expression: “I’m leaving it to you, old
man, to decide whether it would be fair
to these people if I do as I’'m asked.
You see what I mean? If I'm going
to jeopardize their interests, I'll stay
out."”

“You would do that,” murmured the
Mouse. Wihat the devil was Sarver
getting at? “I’m sorry, Sarver, that I
can't make up your mind for you. I
don't know enough about the situation.
Wiy should your presence—as a wit-
ness—endanger the rights of any one?”

“It wouldn’t but for you,” camg the
ready reply. “I’ll go further with you,
Hutton, by telling you there would be
considerable ill feeling in the case. » Cap-
ital of a kind could be made out of the
charges you might be induced to bring
against tne, although you never could
make them stand up. In fact, there
might Je persons involved”—he picked
his words, regarding the Mouse mean-
ingfully—*who would be willing to pay
you sufficient to meet any verdict for
libel recovered by me against you, and
still leave you comfortably well off.”

The Mouse’s fair brows went up.
The circle seemed to be narrowing. He
stared tranquilly.

“You wouldn’t do that, Sarver?”

“Ythat 2"

“Make me comfortably well offi?*

Sarver laughed. “Ywu'we more sense.

than to think that. I'm not trying to
bribe you. Good Lord, no! I'm simply
trying to convince you how easy it
would be for you to make a regrettable
mistake by again jumping at conclu-
sions. Don’t get me wromg—please!”

“I hope to get you right,” smiled
Hutton, “later. I'm doing my best to

llow you. I confess I'm still a jump
or two behind.” He referred not only
to the immediate interview, but to the
bigger pursuit, and his quarry grinned
understanding.

“Just now,” demurred Hutton, “you
ask for guaramtees, but yourself make
reservations. Let me ask .you some-
thing : How much do you think I could
tell that would affect your positiom—
of trustt?"

Sarver pulled a face.

“That diamond deal sticks In your
craw,” he said matter-of-factly. “And
also that [—ah—ffmmd a baggage check
for a grip that had contained seventy-
four thousand dollars stolen by a bank
clerk. Out of these items you've con-
structed all sorts of wncharitable
thoughts,” he deplored ironically; “un-
kind suspicions.”

“Is that all?"" The Mouse was equally
frivolous.

“All"—+eeprocthifiilly. “It's too
much, Hutton; far too much. What
more would you want?*

“More than I've got.” The Mouse
made his feeble gesture, fllopping his
hands upward and letting them sag back
into a slack fold. He chuckled audibly.
“Some day, Sarver, if I can fix it so,
we won't hold any secrets one from
the other. Some day one queer event
too many is going to happen in your
vicinity. Your foot's going to ship—and
somebodlylll be there to catch you as
you fall.”

“Yaur're a funny mouse,” mused Sar-
ver. It was the first time he had used
the nickname before Hutton, and he
laughed at the answering gleam it pro-
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voked. “D’'you mind telling how far
you've gone?”

Tihe pure impudence of the inquimy
brought compliance.

“I’m making up a list/' admitted the
Mouse passively. “Becking at odds and
ends, you know, to see if they fiit. Fve
looked over your season on Long Island
last summer. That was good. And
clever, Sarver. Nobody ever got within
a mile of you despite the three mumber-
one jobs you turnmed off. A hundred
and fifty thousand in Liberties, wasn't
it, from the old skinflint? Oh, of
course you weren’t anywhere near his
house at the time! Thirty-odd thousand
in jewels at the country-club fete. That
was a smart job, but small for you.
The bank was good!. Ower a hundred
thousand in bonds and thirty thousand
cash. But nobody ever suspected our
jovial friend Sarver!” He grimaced.
“Not at all.”

“Womderful!” taunted Sarver. These
jobs never could be pinned on him.
“I wish you’d been on deck then.
There were more sleuths to the square
inch——"

“I’d have been as dumb as the
others,” interrupted the Mouse with a
sigh. “I didn't know you at that time.
There’s another little thing on the list
—mot that it helps any, but I think it
belongs. Amother unsolved jewel rob-
bery—mamemiber it?—in Washington a
year ago. You were there.”

Sarver’s eyes danced, and there was
pleasure in his laughter.

%) like the way you tell it, Mouse.
But you frighten me!” He shrank in
mock terror. “I'll have to carry a per-
fect alibi with me everywhere.”

Hutton shrugged. “Ome of the best
tilings you do is carry an alibi. I'm
waiting for you to leave a hole.”

“Thamks.” Sarver ceased bantering.
His voice sharpened. “Yow're welcome
to your list, Hutton. May it grow rap-
idly. You know you can't get anywhere
with such a line of chatter. You've
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nothing back of it. Yow’re only wasting
time. Amd I tell you now, if you ever
start a move you can't make good on
I'll put you in jail for criminal libel.”

He didn't expect the little investi-
gator to wilt. He was merely talking
out his part.

Hutton received it equably. He was
vastly puzzled. Sarver was throwing
out a smoke screen, of course. But
why ?

“A suggestion of bribery, eh, Sar-
ver,"” he summed up, “and then a threat
of jail? Weall, well! Was that all you
brought me here for to-might?"

“Ihe jail proposition isn't so far off
the mark. It's one of those things that
might come true.” Sarver stretched
his long legs, then snapped round again
to his visitor. His gaze was cold, but
friendly. “You can tell fairly well when
advice is sound, Hutton,” he said softly.
“[Listen to this: If you're tempted very
much to cut in on me with your battery
of loose talk, come see me fitstt. That
is, if you haven’t heard from me in
the meantime.”

Respecting the man for his resource-
fulness and craft, for his boldness and
daring, Hutton did not utterly reject
the advice.

“I might do worse. Now let me say
a word in this so frank comference.”
He grinned. “If you're shaping up to
turn a trick, Sarver, I'll do my damned-
est to be right behind you all the way.
I haven't made much out of your cir-
cumlocution—your stuff about a pro-
spective lawsuit in which you'll be up-
holding justice. I don't put any par-
ticular stock in that. But if it's true,
I can give you some advice. Come clean
on it, and——"

“We won’t say any more about it,"”
interjected Sarver sharply. “I'wve ex-
plained my position. If you don’t be-
lieve me, all right. We won’t quarrel
over it ahead of time. Use your judg-
ment, Hutton when the occasion arises.
No!” He waived the other to silence.
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“Not another word. Let’s forget it.
Have another high ball and I’ll show
you a present I just got. Help your-
self to the medicine. Jones! Ice!*
Emphasizing the finality of his dis-
missal of the subject, Sarver swung out
of his chair and round it to the desk.
Hutton also got to his feet as Jones
entered with the ice. Whhile his glass
was being replenished he watched Sar-
ver take from the drawer the mahogany
box containing the two automatics.
“There!" said Sarver, raising the lid.
“Wihat do you think of these?"
For a moment the Mouse didn’t think.

The exhibition was too sudden, too far .

removed from what they had been talk-
ing about.

Calmly he manipulated the siphon.
Were the guns so very remote from the
tail end of his and Sarver’s conversa-
tion? Or very near?, ,Was this a dis-
play intended to go with the repeated
warning to go slow?

Lifting his glance, the Mouse caught
a baleful eagerness in the eyes of Jones
as they lighted on the guns.

“That’s all, Jones,” said Sarver
curtly.

Looking at him, the Mouse saw the
angry sparkle shot from Sarver’s eyes
upon Jones. He turned his head to
watch Jones leave the room.

Placid as ever, but twice wary, the
little detective brought his glance back
to his antagonist. The guns were not
irrelevant, but portentous. Jones' ex-
pression, and Sarver’s condemnation of
it told that. But it was ridiculous to
imagine that Sarver, the master of
finesse, would - commit murder in his
own apartment. He had a feeling that
Sarver would not commit murder at
all. Umless done in sudden passion,
killing was always a confession of weak-
ness. Sarver was not weak. What,
then, was the meaning of the guns?

Sarver was smiling, balancing an
automatic in his right hand. Its muzzle
ranged over the Mouse.
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“Am odd gift, isn't it, Hutton? Why
do you suppose any one would give
a man a brace of pistols in these dmys?"

“Perhaps”—Hittom looked over his
glass unconcernediy—*{perhaps the giver
thought you might be engaging in a
duel.”

“Dweling pistols! That’s funny.”
Sarver struck an attitude, laughing.
“But wait! The weapons must be sat-
isfactory to both men. Here——" He
twirled the gun so that he held it by
the barrel. “Wiat d'you think of the
weight of ,that? About right, isn’t it?"

Unblinking, the Mouse took the gun
in his left hand. The only way he
could fathom Sarver’s game was to play
it out with him. He joggled the weapon
judicially.

“Ihey work smooth as silk,” said
Sarver. “Try it. Pull back the slide.
It's empty.”

Setting down the glass, the Mouse
transferred the gun to his right hand.
He flipped out the cartridge clip which,
as Sarver had said, was empty. Throw-
ing back the jacket, he made sure there
was no shell in the chamber.

“They’re all right,” he said, “but they
jam more easily than a revolver.” He
pulled the trigger harmlessly, replaced
the clip, and handed the gun to Sarver.

Sarver laid it in the case beside its
companion.

“I’d hate to shoot anybody,” he com-
mented sententiously. “Did you ever
do itt?"

(l@me‘"

“Ahat” cried Sarver. “Tihe Mouse
is a killenr?”

“No. He didn't die.
jail, Sarver.”

“YWhere all second-rate crooks ought
to be,” said Sarver carelessly.

Closing the pistol case, Sarver re-
turned to his chair. Hands in trouser
pockets, he lolled again, his legs
stretched out. His eyes, half shut, were
mirthful, but his voice was sober,

“I'm sorry we can't come together.

But—the’s in
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Tihat you can't see the light.” Obliquely
he contemplated the Mouse, who re-
mained standing. “If you’d only for-
get—— But it doesn't matter. I'm
glad anyhow that we've talked things
over. It's been an evening well spent,
Hutton; it's helped me a lot.”

Tihe mocking accent on that last did
not fail to reach Hutton. He could not
see wherein Sarver had gained anything
from the meeting. Agpparently Sarver
had scored in some way, however,
Racking his brain for some item upon
which to fasten, Hutton reverted to the
ether, the reek of which was still dis-
cernible in the room. Wihat did the
ether mean? That and Sarver’s alleged
confidence concerning an impending
legal contest? Amd the guns? And—
Hutton became acutely conscious of it
for the first time—the scant illumina-
tion; had that, too, a bearing on his
riddle? He allowed the probability, for
Sarver worked in strange ways, yet it
all continued unintelligible.

“In everything there's something for
somebody,” said the Mouse tritely to
cover his puzzled thoughts. “Myself,
I wrestle along on the presumption that
things’'ll make out all right in the end.
It doesn’t worry me that we don't come
together at once, Sarver. We’re both
healthy, likely to live a while.*

Their eyes met steadily. Sarver
found a question in Hutton’s speech and
answered itt:

“Yes; I think we will. I'm not look-
ing forward to your fumeral. I'd miss
you—im my business. Tush,” he shook
his head, “we’re getting morbid. Sit
down, old man, and——"

“Not any more to-night, It’s getting
late.” Hutton’s lips twitched humor-
ously. “I don't mind confiding that
I've a little problem to mull over,” he
said.

“Phaffitable  enplymentt—thinking,
came the gentle sarcasm. “I wish you
could stay, but if you can’t—"

Sarver escorted his visitor to the
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door, and, going through the hall, put
his right arm across Hutton’s shoul-
ders. It remained there while they
stood a minute at the door, When they
parted, therefore, there was no lack of
cordiality, and his failure to shake hands
seemed only a friendly absence of fof-
mality.

Returning to the living room, Sarver
hummed contentedly and switched on
more light. Jones trod in on his heels.

“You’'re poking that bird too much,”
charged Jones darkly. “Wihat was that
line of bunk you were handing him,
anyhow ? You've got him figtigingrg—"

“Figuring—wihat?” asked Sarver.
“You hit the idea there, Jones. His
head's going round like a mouse in a
cage—but he hasn’t a glimmering of
what he's spinning after. You don't
get the fine joints, Jones. Wihat I told
the Mouse is likely to turn out to be
the truth. But he doesn't believe more
than half of it, if any.”

“I’'m dumb, I guess,” admitted Jones.
“But I'll bet he's asking the janitor
right now if we had a dog. Helll know
you're a liar on that »

“Consequently he'll conclude that I
lied about other things. I thought of
that, too. Whhen you don't want to be
believed, Jones, tell the truth under con-
ditions that make you appear a liar.
Friend Mouse is sure there's something
doing. He thinks I tried to give him
a wrong steer; even that I wanted to
buy him off. Hemnce, since he hasn't the
least notion where we're heading, he's
going to stick close. He'll come as near
as he can to being a regular bedfellow.”

Jones snorted. “Wiho wants him
close—"

“l do,” said Sarver composedly.
“Have a drink, Jones, and quit grum=
bling. Amd Jones—dom’t look so
viciously at the little man next time.
You make him suspicious!”

Jones didn't answer, but picked up
the ether bottle, He was peeved; this
fooling with the Mouse had no point
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to it for him. Sarver might be amus-
ing himself, but he was only making
things tougher. Wiy did he have to
stir up the Mduse?

“Wamt this smell any more?” growled
Jones.

“No. Yowu can throw it out.” Grin-
ning, Sarver opened the pistol case.

“Say*—3Jones glowered sk the etiver—
“wihat the hell was this junk for?
Yow'we got dizzy ways of kidding,
Dick.”

“Eh?' In the act of inserting a pen-
cil into the muzzle of one of the guns,
Sarver paused. “Oh, that? It kept
the Mouse from.getting too inquisitive.
Listen, old man, and Til give you a
complete map. Collodion consists of
gun cotton and ether. I had to use col-
lodion to-nigltt—here”—the turned over
his right hand, the palm and the inside
of the fingers glistening with a filmy
substance. “If I hadn’t sprayed the
place he'd have smelled the collodion
on my hand—amd not being a dumb-
heli, he'd have got the flisin. He’d have
kept his hands in his pockets and
wouldn’t have touched a thing in here.
As it was, the ether was so strong he
didn't ihink of collodion. Otherwise”
—lemdiing again to the gun and lifting
it by the pencil stuck in tlhe-muzze—
“we wouldn’t have this deadly weapon
with none but friend Mouse’s fiiger
prints on it.”

Tenderly he placed the gun in a silk
handkerchief. Jones’ gloom departed,
He laughed.

“I told you, Jones,” murmured Sar-
ver, “that it isn't customary to hunt a
mouse with a gun. That wasn’t quite
true. It’s a matter of how you use the
gun."

CHAPTER IV.

THE trouble with Alonzo Querck was
his, oh, so splendid opinion of himself.
From childhood it had grown on him
until he was within an inch of being
the smuggest thing on earth. Tihe mo-
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ment he opened his mouth to speak,
before sound actually issued, a stranger
could place him.

Ordinary folks don't open their
mouths much when they talk. Alonzo
Querck did open his, in an irritating,
pauseful manner, and held the pose be-
fore releasing words. He implied that
the hearer must be honored by Alonzo
Querck’s merest utterance and gave the
impression that he was of two minds
whether to bestow that honor. He
never was known to be guilty of hasty
speech, for haste was unseemly. When
finally he let words fall, the supercilious
monotone, greasily superior, Was just
what you expected would belong to him.

Allonzo Querck was a snob and a prig
—and, when it came to the pinch, worse.

Perhaps he wasn’t entirely to blame,
He was the development of a pampered
child. But, at that, had he not been a
sponge for this sort of thing, he could
have outgretwn the fosteréd belief that
he was very near perfection and become
something like a livable citizen. He did
not.

i Alonzo got off to a bad start when
his crib was encircled by adoring par-
ents, two indulgent and admiring uncles
—imdluding M. M. Norton—and divers
other worshipers. His was the accident
of being the first gramdchild and the
first nephew. Naturally he was locked
upon as an extraordinary human; and
even as an infant he didn't dislike it.
Of course he learned to expect every
attention and to get what he wanted
when he wanted it. Which was fair
enough and “so cute” while he was in
rompers; yes, up to the time he merged
into his teens.

About then the uncles, including M.,
M. Nortom, began to observe that
Alonzo was becoming an insufferable
young prig. Had the womankind of
the family observed similarly, he might
still have been saved. But Allomzo had
remained as the only juwemile in the
family; practical-y, that is, for his only
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c<llisiit> weere tlhree tthausand 1milkes caway
Mil the coast and virtually strangers. lfe
had no competitiom, therefore, in the
eyes Of his grandmothers and a couple
of spinster aunts. His egoism thrived
and never gave him a chance to see
where he was going wrong. As the
years went by he became more and more
and most abomimably self-sufficient.
Whem time removed the brigade of re-
jatert admirers. others remained. Alonzo
could count his men friends on 0 fin-
gers, but there always were women who
thought him perfectly lovely in his lofty
superiority.

Tihhere was one great big mistake in
Alomzo’s life, though, which he ulti-
mately realized. M. M. Nerton’s indul-
gence and enthusiasm for the shaver had
degenerated into an expressed disgust.
Wihen Alonzo got through college, M.
M. outspokenly declared that Alonzo
should be put to work and recommended
a job on the docks until a heavy-fisted
foreman and others—M. M. openly
hoped there would be many otihenss—
knocked the priggishmess out of him
and some humanity into him. Alonzo
had sneered in his own peculiarly insult-
ing fashion and thereafter evidenced an
aloof distaste for M. M. Nortom. At
that time he did not dream that some
day he would have use for a- section
of the millions M. M. was accumulating.
That need did not appear until fiffteen
vears later when his hankers managed
to penetrate Alomzo’s disdain and com-
municated that the moderate fortune
left by his parents was almost gone.
Allomzo never had been stingy with him-
self and he assurediy never had swapped
nods with anything that could be classed
as work.

The news shocked him; but only for
a minute. His egoism came to the res-
cue. True, he hadn’t seen a great deal
of M. M. Norton since that crass and
impertinent remark about the docks.
But he was generous enough to con-
cede that his millionaire uncle probably
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had attained some delicacy with ripen-
ing years. Alonzo was willing to for-
give him and be friends.

Wihiat could be more natural than
that his uncle, having reached a proper
degree of appreciation, should take
Alonzo to his bosom and make him his
heir? Whhat else could he do with his
money? The far-off cousins, whom M.
M. had seen only on a few occasions
and could scarcely remember, had money
enough. Besides being the stellar light.
Alonzo was the only needy member of
the family; needy through no fauit of
his own, but because his parents incon-
siderately and shamefully had left an
inadequate fortune. M. M. Norton un-
doubtedly should be overcome by the
opportunity of bequeathing his money
to Alonzo. Thus Alenzo in a quite
normal lucubration.

The second shock, which brought
realization of the fifiteen-yearoodd mis-
take in connection with Umcle M. M.,
astounded Alomzo. Approached with
really very decent condescension and a
flabihy, forgiving handshake, M. M. Nor-
ton proved just as receptive as a frozen
tadpole. He was glad to see his nephew
again—he said so politely—amnd wouldn't
Alonzo stop in again when passing?

For nearly a year Alonzo did stop in,
with increasing frequency as, his funds
diminished alarmingly, but he hadn't
made noteworthy progress when his un-
cle was stricken and went to his death-
bed.

Them Alomzo met Sarver. Or Sarver,
who knew of Alonzo from Nortom, met
him, and, taking him into a quiet ¢or-
ner, talked with him. 1t was Alonzo
who inspired Sarver to make use ot
the ace that had lain so long dormant.

That's why Alonzo Querck phensd
Sarver the evening on which the meuse
trap was partly set; why Sarver started
to carry the fight to the Mouse. That's
why OQuerck calied at Sarver's office
down on Bread Street the following
day.
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Umder other conditions, Querck
would have cut this Sarver person dead!;
for Sarver was no whit impressed by
his company. He appeared to Ouerck
as common clay which was unable to
recognize fine china. Howewer, consid-
ering that Sarver was making himself
useful, Alonzo had decided to endure
the temporary association.

“Sit down, Querck,” said Sarver
brusquely. He did not wish his visitor
good morning.

Querck sidled his sleek bulk grace-
fully into a chair. He had closed the
door on entering, but looked over his
shoulder to assure himself that it re-
mained closed. He was just a trifle
nervous as he bent to Sarver, his jaw
opening preparatory to speech.

“You have something to tell me?"
he asked stiffly.

“Yes. Your uncle told me about his
will yesterday.”

“Ah?”  Querck’s blue eyes widened
uncontrollably. His weight rested on
his cane. “Ah ?"—inquiringly.

“You were right,” said Sarver baldly.
“You don’t get a cemt.”

“Ah!”  said Querck again. His
smooth jowl bagged and his mask
cracked further under a momentary
gleam of fright. His only chance of
getting money lay with M. M. Norton.
Amd, good heavens! he wasnt forty
years old!

“But you can do somethimg'*
agreed——"

“To think it over,” interrupted Sarver
coldly.

Querck almost forgot the preliminary
mouth-open pause: “I would pay you
well. My uncle, of course, does not
quite understand. He is—ah—umappre-
ciative, lacking in the finer sensibilities."”

“Doubtless,” said Sarver dryly. The
man 'was nauseating with his posing and
utter absence of feeling for the uncle
whose money he coveted.

Sarver became quietly businesslike,
his gaze hard and boring.
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“I expect to be well paid for anything
I do, Querck. How much money d
you suppose your uncle has?”

“1 don't know. A great amount, |
believe. Enough"—ithe unpleasant voice
and manner were injuredly indignamt—
“to provide handsomely for me, as it
is his duty to do."

“A duty he can't see for a minute."
emphasized Sarver. “He has in the
neighborhood of six million dollars.
How much would satisfy you?” He
smiled sarcastically.

The blue eyes were greedy. “I should
have it all—"

“But you won't. How about hallff?"

“Three million dollars!”  Alonzo
Querck exhaled a long breath and wet
his lips. In this annoying situation he
found it difficult to maintain a gentle-
manly reserve. “Could I—aould I get
that?”

“No,” said Sarver.

Querck stared. “But you said—"

“You might get two million.”

“You said half—ifhree——"

Sarver offered his cigarette case, and
Querck took one mechanically. He de-
clined a light. Sarver lit up.

“Tihe difference would be my—fie.
Ome million dollEns!”

The cigarette crumpled in Querck's
fingenrs. He dropped his stick, lle
spoke the fastest words of his life:

“My God! This is extortiom!"

“You might call it that.” Sarver
nodded frigidly. *“You might also re-
men:ber that vou're standing on thin
ice.!

“I"  Querck was almost animated.
This Sarver person was absurd and
impudent,

“Yom. If I have it might,” Sarver
smoked pensively, “you already are
guilty of conspiracy to commit a fel-
ony I

As that seeped into Querck’s out-
raged intelligence, he gasped in a futile
effort to retain his dignity. In his self-
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sufficiency, his attitude that he had a
right to Norton’s money, he had not
considered himself as within the angle
of criminality in anything that Sarver
might do to obtain the fortune for him.
Iie heard Sarver make it brutally plain,

“Comspiring to commit a felony,
Ouerck, would get you ten years. Dur-
ing these years you wouldn’t need any
money to speak of.”

Thin lipped and contemptuous, he
laughed to himself ovet' his fellow-con-
spirator’s consternation. There wasn’t
much sand behind Querck’s broad froat,
lie'd require jacking up.

“Tihere will be no danger,” pursued
Sarver. “I take the risk. It's worth a
million. You sit back and collect two
million. It isn't really extortion. I'm
making you a gift, if you'll look at it
right.”

Querck picked up his cane and
clutched his Emglish cap. He got up.

“Sit down,” ordered Sarver. “You
need the money, don't you? Keep still
and you'll get it, Sit down.”

His ease and the steel-gray eves, al-
most hypnotic in their cold intensity,
steadied Ouerck. He obeyed nervously.

“fen years! Ten years!"” he gaped.

“I said you could get it—mot uouid,
You won't get anything but two mil-
lion dollars if you stick to me. Get
that into your head and let it stay.
Now listen to me.”

Wihiile he compelled Querck’s atten-
tion, giving him a couple of minutes to
compose himself, Sarver made a men-
tal note to raise the ante. Not now,
but when he had things sewed up.

At length Querck signified that he
was ready to listen.

“Y-yes?"” rattled out of his dry throat.

“I'm the one that's taking all the
chances,” asserted Sarver. Maliciously
he jabbed: “Affter I fix it to get the
three million I'm not through. I take
a chance then on getting my end.”

Something of his meaning reached
Querck. He bridled at the insult, de-

PEEPPER’S EaNGRREL M MGAZINE

livered shrewdly by Sarver as a tonic
to bring back the other’s poise.

“I am a gentleman,” stated Querck.

“Amd I've known gentlemen to
welsh,” put in Sarver. “I’'m glad you
catch my meaning so quickly. Amd that
you've changed your mind about back-
ing but. Yow'd be crazy to do that,
Querck"—ithe blunt familiarity made
the would-be heir stwsiiglitern—"“because
you're lucky to get the long end. 1
might have made it fiftififty.” He
smiled anticipatively: it would be an
even split at the fimmish,

The soothing, confident tone steadied
Ouerck. Fie recollected that he would
be receiving no more than his due—less.
He had his position to uphold; the fam-
ily honor. Wiithout money he couldn't
do that. Wiithewt money--—— He shud-
dered.

“To whom would he Ileave the
money?” he a-ked, delaying acceptance
of the terms.

“To institutions—colleges and things
and to create some sort of a founda-
tion,"

“How—How' —ddeeckk's  monotone
rasped more perceivablhv—"tow would
you arrange—to get it?"

“1'il mitend to that.” Sarver saw b\
the greedy eyes that his man was in
line. He did not ask for a direct com-
mittal; time enough for that. If he
did so now Querck probably would
take fright again. “I'll attend to that,”
he repeated, “if the million goes.
Wihat?"

» Alonzo Querck nodded—and looked
about him uncomfortably. For once the
delay in his speech was not affectation.

“Yes.” He wns profoundly relieved
that Sarver did not demand an agree-
ment in writing; relieved and fearful
that Sarver would. He could not con-
sent to that. It would be evidence.
Ten years!

YTihen we're all set,” said Sarver off-
handedly. “Dom’t worry about it.
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Querck. Begin counting your millions.
What did you say?

Querck cleared his dry throat.
“When—how soon—wiill he——"

Sarver stifled an exclamation. M.
M. Norton was his friend, damn it, and
this ghoul couldn't wait for him to die!

“I wish he'd live for years,” snapped
Sarver angrily. “I’'m not rushing him
over for any damned money. Don't ask
again how soon.”

The rebuff got under Querck’s ten-
der skin. He did not have to take such
talk from a—a criminal!

“I won’t permit you——

“Yoou'll permit anything I choose to
do. Yo'l stay quiet, too—or broke.
As you like.” Sarver got up springily
and threw the windows wider. He
hurried the meeting to an end.

“Hiere’s something else I want,” he
said. “You have a house at Mamaro-
neck, haven’t you?*

“Yes.” Although a bachelor, Querck
had an imposing little summer place
which he-felt was necessary to his ex-
alted position. His surprise at the sud-
den turn in the conversation to it, re-
vived his perturbation. What had his
country home to do with M. M. Nor-
ton's millions?

“I wamt to use it,”” supplied Sarver.
“Amd you. Some night soon. I’ll let
you know.*

“For what?”’ Querck was too amazed
to resent the confident effrontery.

“For a burglary.”

“Really!” Querck floomdemed. A
burglar in his own house! “I don't
understand.”

“You don't have to.
to earth, Querck. It will be a stage
burglary; nothing will be taken, But,*
Sarver smiled felinely, “something else
will happen that won’t concern you.
There’s a mouse I want to trap,” he
added cryptically. “THat’s all.”

“A mouse?” repeated Querck vacu-
ously. “I don't——"

“Tihe house won’t be damaged,” in-

n
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terrupted Sarver serenely. “Nor will
you—ibut you'll have to be there, It's

one of the conditions, Mr. Querck,”
softly, “of my undertaking to get you
two million dollars.”

Painful misgiving appeared on
Querck’s countenance. He wanted to
break off his association with Sarver,
instanter, but—wihat could he do? He
gestured helplessly.

“Very well,” said Sarver. “I’ll let
you know when I want you. You
won't care if I hurry you? There’s a
client waiting to see me.”

Querck had no objection to being
hurried. He went precipitately, thank-
ful to get away from Sarver’s compel-
ling presence.

So swiftly did he go that he did not
see the little man sitting patiently in
the anteroom.

From the doorway of his office Sarver
nodded genially.

“Come in, Hutton. What’s on your
mind ?”

“Nothing particular,” said the Mouse.
He settled into the chair just vacated
by Querck. “Those bonds you bought
for me He had given Sarver a
commission in the fore part of their ac-
quaintance when he was studying him.
“lI wondered whether you could pick
up a few more. I've another thousand
or two that might as well be working.”

Sarver laughed. The Mouse was kid-
ding him again. The Mouse did not
expect him to believe the stated object
of his visit was the only one. He was
kidding by making Sarver engage in
legitimate business. = Understanding
that, Sarver laughed; but he laughed
also because the Mouse had swallowed
the come-on and already was lying close.

“Tihese small investments, I know, are
more bother than they’re worth,” depre-
cated the Mouse, “but—wll »

“No trouble at all." said Sarver cheer-
fully, and they talked of bonds while
their thoughts were elsewleres—Sarver’s
on a prospective “burglary” and the

»
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Mouse's on the relationship between
Sarver and Alonzo Querck, whom he
had recognized as M. M. Norton's
nephew.

CHAPTER V.

~ SARVER looked from M. M. Norton
to the nurse standing by the foot of
the bed. He was thankful that the
awnings and the drawmn shades per-
mitted little of the afiternoon sunshine
to filter into the room. The shadows
mercifully lessened the monstrous
change that had come about in the man
who lay so sorely stricken—the hol-
lowed cheeks and sunken eyes, the slow
breathing through slightly parted lips
that now were loose with weariness and
pain, the wasted arms so feebly dis-
posed on the coverlet,

The nurse, vivid in her crisp white
amid such somber setting, shook her
head with a suggestion of wonderment
while she smiled compassionately. Her
gesture related what Sarver already
knew—ithat only the fighting spirit
of M. M. Norton was keeping him
alive; the spirit that had carried him
upward in his lone-wolf battle on the
Street and sustained him when at times
he had been hammered down.

Together they looked at him as he
rested with closed eyes, the only sign
of life his faint breathing. Yes, the
half light was kind. Yet they thought
also of the cruel touch which made it
necessary, which prescribed that the
sunlight be shut out of the last days of
the plunger whose life had been so full
of contest and energy. His affliction
had beem great enough, but to crowm it
had come atrophy of the optic nerve,
bringing darkmess upom him before the
spark itself wemt out.

The few miinmtes of silence became
oppressively long for Sarver. He found
himself straining to hear the buzz ef
metors on the avemue, a hundred feet
away. Hle wished Nortom weould move;
that the nurse weouwld move.
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Soundiessly his lips formed a ques-
tiom—"Asdleep ?”

Emabled by some sympathetic sixth
sense to divine her patient’s condition,
the nurse gave a negative shake. Fre-
quently he would lie motionless like this
with never a sign of wakefulness though
he was not sleeping. Newertheless his
manner now brought to her a little
frown of doubt. He had not previously
fallen into such quiet while Sarver was
present.

The nurse as well as Norton regarded
Sarver as a welcome visitor. He in-
vigorated. the patient, rousing his wan-
ing strength and power of resistance
even more effectively than the stimulat-
ing drugs which represented all that
medicine could do for him. She under-
stood that without consciously seeking a
reason, because she, too, felt the mag-
netism that had served Sarver in the
engineering of his predatory incursions.
She regretted that others did not come
who could affect Norton as did Sarver;
and she wondered why there were no
others. It was hard to believe that the
millionaire had grown into himself so
that he repelled friendship, for to her
he seemed gentle and companionable.
His comradeship with Sarver was -at
such variance with that reputed trait
of unapproachableness. In her eyes he
was a pathetic figure, dying in lonely
state when he should have been sur-
rounded by friends.

As the minutes lengthened Sarver be-
came uneasy. Several times his gaze be-
sought the nurse. Fimally she, too, ex-
perienced misgiving over Norton’s ap-
parent failure to respond to Sarver's
tonic influence. Stepping to the head
of the bed she bent to mark the weak
but peaceful respiration. Nodding re-
assuringly to Sarver, her finger tips
went lightly to Norton’s neck to note the
pulse.

The touch caused Norton to open his
eyes. He smiled, a ghostly travesty.

“I'm aill right, nurse. 1 was justi—
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thinking.” He turned his head to one
side and to the other, peering. “Where
are you, Dick?*

“Here, old man.” Sarver caught his
breath, relieved to hear him speak again.
His hand went to Norton's with com-
forting grip. But he shivered a little
as the nearly sightless eyes came round
to him. It hurt deep within him to
watch them, bright as ever, but strain-
ing so pitifully for what they could
scarcely see,

His own eyes flamed hard, angry, and
his lips compressed.

“It’s hell, M. M.,"” he whispered, for
Norton was facing the fact with a cour-
age that precluded deception as to his
condition.

“Of course it is, Dick, but I’'m not
complaining.” The thin fingers made
an effort to return Sarvers pressure.
“I’'ve run my race, and I'm satisfied.
It was a good race, Dick—pridefully
and with a flavor of the old fire. And
softly—‘{you make it easier, Dick, just
sitting here with me.*

Sarver winced and swore beneath his
breath. Shame possessed him and he
lifted his gaze to the nurse across the
bed as though fearful that she might
read his mind. In his commiseration he
had forgotten what he was about, his
bargain with Alomzo Querck, to con-
summate which he must take advantage
of this dying man who was his friend.
This man who trusted him and found
it easier to die because he was there.

Dammning Querck for his impatience
to see his uncle laid away so that he
waoulld profit, Sarver prayed that the end
would be long in coming; prayed hope-
lessly, he knew. Sarver’s heart dic-
tated there—the heart to which he never
had given much play in his cynical bat-
tle of wits against the law and his fel-
low men. He was a thief, an outlaw,
but he was not a buzzard, hungry to
feast off the dead—like Querck.

Yet for all his overwhelming sense
of abasement at that moment, Sarver
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was aware in that same heart that he
would go through with the bargain. It
was in his blood to take what was not
his; the game was the thing as much
as the illicit reward. Amd to for%o
this opportunity would be to sacrifice the
greatest stake that ever had come within
Ins reach.

M. M.
thougiits:

“I'we beem thinking, bick, of our talk
the other clay about my admirable
nephew.” The old man never could
suppress the derision which Querck’s
vain pa»e inspired. “iHe continues to
inquire—selicitously—mwheather J'm still
alive. Doesm’t he, nurse?

Y. She smiled at Sarver. She
bad thought it strange that Norton for-
bade the admission of his nephew until a
few days ago when Querck, through the
error of a maid, had penetrated to the
door of the sick room. There the nurse
had intercepted him; and more specific
instructions had followed, barring him
from the house. She smiled with a
curl of distaste at the recollection of
that encounter during which Querck in
his anxiety had striven to charm a way
past her.

Referemce to Querck brought Sarver
back to the cold proposition confronting
him. Sentiment had no place in busi-
ness—meither like nor dislike. He had
wenk to de.

“He phones me every day,” said
Sarwer. “I inquired about him, as you
asked, M. M. You were right. He's
near the last of his string. There's a
mortgage on his house.”

M. M. Norton tossed his shoulders,
raised his arm and let it fall.

“I'm not vindictive,” he said, “but
I'm glad to see that mountebank come
down. I watched him, Dick, watched
him through all the years that he hadn't
much use for me—simce I hurt his feel-
ings by recommending that he get some
of the gilded snobbishness kmocked out
of him. He’s been my circus, Alonzo

Neontom broke in om his
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has," he chuckled, “especially during the
last twelvemonth while he’s been patro-
nizing me in the belief that he was be-
ing pleasant and ingratiating himself.
He’s a monkey, Dick—a jumping jack
who deserves to be left in a heap at
the bottom of the pole.”

“He’s that," said Sarver pithily. “I've
been thinking about him, too, M. M.
I——" He hesitated, glancing at the
nurse. His gray eyes smiled on her
and his brows flirted toward the door.
“Would you mind—for a few minutes,
please, Miss Masom?”

“Not at all.” She had left them at
other times to talk in confidence.
“Yoout're guitte comfortable, Mr. Norton?
I'm going to leave you and Mr. Sarver
for a while”

The patient nodded with a vigor that
informed her he was feeling the stim-
ulus of Sarver’s personality. Motion-
ing to Sarver that she would be close
at hand she left them.

Sarver at once took up the thread.

“Have you considered, M. M., that
Querck might tie the estate up with a
contest over your will? He’s an oily
devil.”

“How could he do that? No; I don't
see it. He has nb claim—mothing to
go on.”

“Evenm if he hasn't,” said Sarver
slowly, “he still might set out to cause
trouble. Half the will contests have no
real basis, you know, but they make a
lot of bother—amd the lawyers are not
averse to prolonging them. See what
I meam?*

“Not quite.” The lids drooped on
the dimming eyes as he struggled for
clearer focus. “He couldn’t do any-
thing——"

Sarver interrupted quietly: “Are you
positive?” He was at a favorite trick
of creating doubt where none existed,
of instilling an excess of caution.
“Yaur're sure there's 110 ground on
which he could move?”

“Sure as I'm alive——" Norton
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caught himself up, laughing grimly.
“Surer than that, for there isn't much
life in me. Wihat put the idea into your
head, Dick?"

“I don’t know. Perhaps it's no more
than a hunch. But I don't like the way
he acts,” he said, truthfully but mislead-
ingly. “He’s different from what he
was a few days ago. His assurance has
revived; aside from his infernal com-
placency, that is. Yaow'd almost think
he'd already come into money. But
don't let's talk of it any more, M. M.”
He grasped Norton’s hand again, and
his voice fell. “It brings us too close
to—to—— Have you heard——"

But M. M. Norton prevented the di-
version.

“If you've got a hunch like that, Dick,
I want to talk about it. Never mind
how close it comes to figurimg me as
dead. That doesn’t worry me. Tell me
about Querck.™

“I don't really know anything,” came
the reluctant reply; but there came ‘an
acquisitive gleam to Sarver’s eye as he
proceeded to put over his play. “It's
just a feeling I've gathered from his
manner—amd from learning he has been
in consultation with a lawyer who spe-
cializes in will contests.™

He stopped abruptly and after a brief
silence got the rise he anticipated.

“Wiho is the lawyer?"

“Jacobson. You know of him, don't
you? He’s been in sotne big contests,
and, when he hadn’t a leg to stand on,
forced a compromise to save the’estate
from being eaten up by fees. Jacobson
is tricky and has more nerve than a
thousand.”

Wattching narrowly. Sarver saw that
the information interested Norton con-
siderably, but did not excite him. He
had counted upon the steady nerves that
had carried the plunger through hectic
days on the Street to absorb it quietly.
He was too genuinely attached to the
old man—alespite the fact that he was
using him, scheming to upset his last
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wishes—to aggravate his illness inten-
tionally.

“You remember the Wadsworth case,
M. M.?” he insinuated. “Jacobson
handled that. Wihen the estate finally
was settled it had shrunk from a mil-
lion and a half to about one third. Re-
call it? A niece and a nephew were the
contestants, contending that Wadsworth
years before had enteredimto a contract
to provide for them and then left his
money to charities. The contract gen-
erally was regarded as a forgery, but
Jacobson made the most of it; and of
course he alleged undue influence by the
trustees of the beneficiary charities.”

“I remember that,” said Norton after
a thoughtful silence. “But there isn’t
a chance of Querck working anything
of the sort.”

“Wihy, then, is he conferring with
Jacobson, and looking so smugly opti-
mistic?” queried Sarver, not too insist-
ently building up the doubt. “He's
worth watching, M. M.”

“If any one can break my will let him
do it,” began Norton. Then he proved
that Sarver had not cast seed in vaim:
“Lord, Dick, I'm sane/’ he argued.
“Amd if 1 weren’t sane now it wouldn't
make any difference. My will was made
five years ago. Surely nobody could
say 1 was crazy at that time.”

“Of course you’re sane,” laughed
Sarver. “Tihat wouldn’t keep somebody
from saying otherwise if there was the
slightest possibility of getting away with
it. I'm not saying an attempt will be
made. I'm simply telling you what I've
observed; and how it's got me wonder-
ing. So far as I could judge, this fel-
low Querck is up against it enough to
make him take a desperate fljyar™

The head on the pillow wagged in-
decisively.

“Your'we got me worried, Dick——"*

“I'm sorry, old man.” Sarver leaned
contritely. “I shouldn’t have said "
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and uplifted—*that lizard isn't going to
get hands on my money. He’s a moun-
tebank, a jackanapes.”

Murmuring accord, Sarver waited.
Thus far he had led. Having shown
the way he wanted Norton to take the
lead; or, more correctly, to imagine he
was leading. In that Sarver was a
practiced expert, working subtly by sug-
gestion until the other believed that the
initiative was his. Now, however, the
glint which usually came to his eye at
such a juncture was missing. Pity dis-
placed it; pity engendered by the staring
helplessness of M. M. Norton. He had
to remind himself that though Norton
was prostrate and blinded, his brain was
not dulled. Amd that the final conflict
would be not with this physically en-
feebled man, but with lawyers whose
eyes would be wide open.

M. M. Norton announced the course
which Sarver cunningly had framed for
him:

“I want to see my lawyer, Dick, and
get this straight. There must be no
crack through which Querck can squeeze
himself. I want to make certain of
that. Wiill you ask the lawyer to come
out to-morrow—ibring him out? I'd lilke
you to be here to make sure he gets it
right.”

“I’lf do that, of course. Or,” tenta-
tively, “I could get his opinion for you
and spare you a wearisome interview.
If that would be——

“Wiill you do that for me, Dick?
Thamks. I might get mad,” he smiled,
“if he were to tell me outright that
Querck has a chance. I might get mad
and die before I had time to seal Querck
on the outside.”

“I'll get an opinion to-night,” volun-
teered Sarver. “Giilbert is your man,
isn't he? If I can't get hold of him
I'll see my own.”

“Thamks, Dick, thanks.
ful »

I’ll be grate-

“¥Yees, you should. I'm glad you did,
because™—am emaciated hand clenched

“It’s nothing.
I'm glad to help.”

I don’t like Querck.
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A tap at the door and the nurse en-
tered.

“Mediicime time,"” she declared. She
looked from her watch to Sarver with
smiling apology. He was the best medi-
cine she knew of for her patient,
but—— “Pedhaps Mr. Norton’s get-
ting tired,” she hinted.

“I’'m not,” said Norton quickly.

“I have to go. anyhow, M. M.,” said
Sarver. “You get some rest, as Miss
Mason says, and I'll stop in later on
and let you know the verdict. Amd do
you know'—the laughed imfectiionsdyy—
“I've got another hunch that every-
thing’s going to turm out all right,
Yaour'll let me in if I come again to-night,
Miss Masom?*

Smoothing the pillows before busy-
ing herself at the medicine table, she
looked over her shoulder and shook her
head.

“l won’t be here, Mr. Sarver. 1'll
leave word with the relief nurse at eight
o'clock that you are coming and have
her ask the doctor if you may come in."”

“Thamks.” In the act of turning
away, Sarver halted to gaze at her. For
a full minute their eyes held, searching
in the obscurity that was more pro-
nounced with the sinking of the sun.

Sarver frowmed and his lips tightened.
Her manner had changed. There was
a new tensity about her, His frown
gave way to @ metallic smile. The
Mouse was working fast and close im!

“I"ll let you know as soon as possi-
ble, M. M.,” he said. “Good night,
Miss Mason.”

“I'l look for you, Dick,” returned
Norton. “Bring good news.”

“&ovdl night, Mir. Sarwer,” replied the
nurse absently. Wiy had Sarver stared
at her so? Wiwt was the object of the
little mam who had talked with her while
she was absemt from the sick rowm?
Wit coald this detective she had prom-
ised to meet after going off duty want
of hen?
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CHAPTER VI.

As the door of the Neorton hous.
closed behind him, Sarver paused
light a cigarette. He laughed iuwardly.
The Mouse was performing spemdiidlhy'

Very evidently the flea of suspicion,
directed by Sarver, had bitten the Mouse
hard. He had lost no time in getting
the line-up—wthich presented its own
conclusions. From what Sarver auda-
ciously had told him of a prospective
lawsuit of large moment, plus the sight
of Querck at Sarver’s office, plus Sar-
ver's acquaintance with and visits to the
dying millionaire, he had fastened rap-
idly upon the Norton fortune as the
root of it all.

That was a logical and obvious re-
sult. Amd because it was so obvious
the Mouse was inclined to accept it, re-
vising his skeptical verdict on Sarver's
recent avowedly frank statement whiri
had included the warning against start
ing anything. Having had opportunity
to know Sarver’s brassy guile, the
Mouse” was forced to concede that in
the present instance his opponent was
contriving insolently in the open. Or
else—amd here again was doubt craft-
ily implantedi—Sarver was mocking by
drawing him ou to this trail, snarling
the weave while he went about some-
thing remote from Norton.

Thus the Mouse was traveling in the
groove dug by Sarver. He could see
no other course than to remain, as he
had promised, not more than one jump
to the rear. Wihich was precisely what
Sarver desired.

Ower his eupjed hands as he applied
the match to his cigarette on top of
the Norton steps, Sarver's gaze fliidked
over the street. The altered demeaner
of the nurse lie attributed definitely te
the Mouse. Omly a few minutes ago,
then, the Mouse had been in the heuss:
This being a personal eonflict betwixt
him and Sarver, he naturally would have
come himself. It was like him, too, in
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his quiet mousy way, to apear while
his adversary was in the house.

There was a possibility, of course,
that the Mouse still was inside, wait-
ing to continue the conversatiom with
the nurse, but Sarver did not think so.
He could have learned readily enough
by asking the footmam about the latest
visitor, but such a display of interest
could only give credence to whatever
the Mouse might tell regarding him. It
would be unwise to show curiosity which
might be construed as anxiety.

Satisfied, therefore, that the Mouse
had left the house, Sarver proceeded
to attach him more securely to the tail
of the kite. He was speeding up his
program.

Assuming that the Mouse was watch-
ing, he descended to the sidewalk, there
to pull up abruptly and consult his
watch. A moment of frowming hesita-
tion and he turned to the right toward
Fifth Avenue,

Wallking north a block at a good gait,
suddenly he flaggeil a passing taxi and
climbed aboard before it came to a
stop. His action indicated a wish to
get away quickly and so shake off pos-
sible pursuit. Through the froat win-
dow he gave directions to the chauffeur
who immediately gave his engine gas
and shot through a hole in the traffic
at a speed several miles beyond the
legal limit.

Laughing to himself again, Sarver
glanced back into the press of motors.
Somewhere among them, he was con-
vinced, was one containing the Mouse—
if the Mouse actually had been on guard.
The impression of a swift get-away
made to escape surveillance had been
sufficient to make the Mouse follow.
Witether he was doing so, Sarver aimed
to determine very shortly.

Out of the Awemue his cab swung into
the Eighty-sixth Street transverse of
Central Park. Several other machines
took the same route in his wake, but
he was not concerned in them. He was

looking for a taxi. It was improbable
that the Mouse had picked up a private
car in which to pursue.

The first cab to appear, a brown one,
was a hundred and fifty yards back.
Bumched behind it came a black, a yel-
low, and another brown.

Sarver grinned. There were four
chances that the Mouse was tailing. He
might be in any of these cabs—edr none.
Umtil the park had been crossed there
was no means of deciding unless some
of the four made a dangerous pace and
passed him. Amd that was unlikely to
happen because his own driver, with a
ten-dollar bill in view, was humming
along the sunken road at a rate which
spelled “Good morning, judge!” if he
met a policeman. The appearance of
flightt had to be preserved.

Emerging from the park, Sarver went
on westward a block to round into Co-
lumbus Awemme. Before turning the
corner he saw the black ard a brown go
into the avenue alongside the park. The
yellow followed him up Colwnbus Av-
enue; the last of the four continued
over Eighty-sixth Street.

Sarver ordered his driver to stop at
a drug store. Entering the store he
stood a minute, then returned to the
street. The yellow taxi was halted a
block away.

Getting back into his machine he
drove on. The yellow did likewise.

Tihat was all he wanted to know. He
did not regard this as crude work on
the part of the Mouse. Tailing in a
machine is at best bound to be crude,
even when the quarry is all unsuspicious.
The Mouse undoubtedly kmew he had
been detected; must have known from
the start that he would be. He was
hanging on, Sarver understood, merely
to see whither Sarver would lead him
and in the hope that his proximity would
spoil some coup.

Allighting at another drug store, Sar-
ver telephoned. Now that he was sure
the Mouse was with him, he was ready
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to pull the strings. The Mouse was
due to jump—at Sarver’s bidding.

Getting Alonzo Querck on the wire
—Q@umrck was sitting close to the phone
these days, awaiting news—Sarwer gave
him orders.

“It’s six-thirty now,"” said Sarver. “I
want you to be at your place in Ma-
maroneck by eight o'clock.”

Querck objected. “I can't. I haven't
had dinmee+——"

“Get a sandwich in a lunch room—or
starve,” eitt in Sarver. “Be out there
by eight. I’ll arrive soon after that.”

He heard Querck gulp at the prepos-
terous suggestion that he should go into
a common lunch room. He heard an in-
dignant :

“See here, Sarver——"

But he let the protest go no farther.

At Mamaromeck by eight or the deal
is off, Querck. You understand? Off!
I'mv in a hurry. Wiill you be there?*

Querck swallowed his indignation.
Wihen this crook ceased to be of use,
he'd thrash him—perhaps! Meanwhile
tliere was——

“Hawve you accomplished anyithimygy?”
The rasping monotone was eager.

“I’ll tell you about that at Mamaro-
neck,” said Sarver dryly. “If you're
not there, I won’t be able to tell youw—
and there’ll be nothing more to be said.
it's up to you, Querck.”

Querck’s tone told that the ultimatum
had effect, but he offered another ob-
jection.

“TIihe house isn't opened for the sea-
son. It isn't ready. Tinere are no serv-
ants."

“If there were you’d have to get rid
of them for the evening.” said Sarver.
“We won't need servants. It isn't that
kind of a party! You'll have to hustle,
Ouerck, to get out there in time.”

The calm assurance that he would
obey swayed Ouerck fimally. How could
lie refuse, under the pregmant circum-
stances 3
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“YWihat are you going to do?”

“Naothing serious.” Sarver grinned
broadly at thoughit of Querck’s conster-
nation when he learned of his role in
the coming performance. “Ill arrive
soon after eight, Querck. How do 1
reach- your place? Wihere does it lie
from the village #*

“Tihree quarters of a mile nortlr—the
first road to the right off the Post
Road.” explained Querck sulkily.

“Tihat’s good enough,” said Sarver.
He rang off while Querck was pressing
the question about what would take
place.
+* He phoned his own apartment.

“Get the car,” he instructed Jones,
“and drive to Mamaromeck. Be there
by eight. I’ll come by train. Keep out
of sight from the station, but watch
for me. TI'll walk to Querck’s house.
Drive that way half an hour after I
start—morth on the Post Road and the
first branch to the right—three quar-
ters of a mile. Don't stop near the
house, but look out for me along the
road. Keep moving so as not to attract
attention. Got that straight? I’ll be
home in five minutes. Be out of the
way. The Mouse isswith me.”

“Wiith you!” gasped Jones in aston-
ishment. “What you taking him for?*

“A ride! Get under way, Jones.
You've an hour’s trip to make.”

His telephoning done, Sarver drove
home. The yellow taxi followed faith-
fully, to stop within the block when he
did.

“Hiere's your ten dollars.” He smiled
at his driver. “Yait for me. You can
make another tem.”

“Sure.” Pocketing the bill, the chauf-
feur sent a knowing glance after Sarver.
How he had earned the money was not
clear to him, but that was immatesial;
he had it. He did not, however, expect
to see his fare again.

In the act of moving off he turned
in his seat to look at the cab which
he had noticed purswing. It surprised
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him when no one issued from it to
follow Sarver into the building.

“Must be a sap tailing,” he com-
mented. “That guy’s going through the
basement now.”

But he stayed his hand on the lever
and let his gears remain in neutral. It
was a funny deal. But fair enough.
Ten bucks for a ninety-cent ride.

“I’ll give the guy ten minutes to help
out his get-away,” he decided gen-
erously ; and he jeered at the yellow cab.

Omly half the ten minutes had passed
when he stared incredulously at Sarver
crossing the sidewalk and carrying a
small bag.

“Tihe next ten dollars is just as easy,”
said Sarver gemially. He stood with a
foot on the running board. “Alll you
have to do is go through the motions
of trying to lose that cab back there,
But for Heaven’s sake don't lose it!
Get me? Make him think you want
to shake him, but don’t. Grand Central
is the next stop. Youw've thirty minutes
to zigzag.”

The chauffeur blinked, tongued the
cigarette into the corner of his mouth
where it drooped, then snapped to as
Sarver got into the cab.

“l getcha,” he remarked succinctlv.
“I’ll make it look real.”

He did. Never was more circuitous
course taken to cover the straight line
downtown. But once it seemed that
the pursuit must be shaken off or the
semblance of realism in the flight de-
stroyed. A traffic policeman was re-
sponsible. He stopped the southbound
stream just after Sarver’s machine had
crossed. The Mouse was caught in the
middle of the bleck, fast in the jam of
cars.

Sarver swore. He could be effectu-
ally lost before the Mouse got through.
Umiless he deliberately stalled until the
current of traffic reopened.

The chauffeur squinted backward and
realized the situation.

“That’s tough he got nipped,” he
mouthed over his shoulder. “Illl fix it
—IM let him get us,” with quick re-
source. “Got ten more bills, chiieff?"

“Toventy!” said Sarver.

“Yep!” chirped the chauffeur. His
eye was on a taxi running aldngside to
his right. A touch of the wheel and
the mud guards scraped.

The driver of the fouled taxi let out
a roar. Sarver's driver gave back poi-
sonously. Both hauled to the curb.

“Slip him ten when you see the yel-
low coming,” advised Sarver’'s bandit.
“He w@im’t scratched. I'll hold him till
then.”

Jumping from his seat he traded bil-
lingsgate with the other driver, each
accusing and pointing to all the old dents
on their mud guards as newly aequired.
There was a crowd of course, for any-
thing or nothing instantly gathers a
crowd in New York; and a policeman
who told both chauffeurs to shut up
while in the same breath he demanded
their testimony.

Sarver saw the Mouse’s taxi ap-
proaching. He waved forward the po-
liceman and the wrangling chauffeurs.

“There’s isn’t much damage done,” he
smiled engagingly. “I'm a witness, |
suppose?’—to the policeman who
nodded. “I haven’t time—have to make
a train. How about this ?"—reaching a
bill to each driver. “Wwam’t that square
it? That's the idea! Thanks, officer.”
A five-dollar note changed hands and
he was on his way.

“Good stuff,” he applauded his driver.

“Aw'’—Hbaqpimg a truck with a scant
inch to spare—“you gotta think quick
when y're hackin’, chiief.”

“Um,” said Sarver. “Shove straight
on now to Grand Central. Time’s get-
ting short.”

At seven-twenty he boarded a New
Haven train. Alonzo Querck was in
the car ahead. The Mouse was in the
car behind.
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CHAPTER VII.

QuERcK stepped from the train in
what he himself would have described
as a beastly temper; but he had head
enough about him to realize that it was
quite impotent. Also, he was rather
frightened. He had recalled that Sar-
ver, when first he spoke of this journey
to Mamaroneck, had added some cryptic
detail about a burglary. Not seeing
wherein such an undertaking could con-
cern his own particular business, Querck
determined to have nothing to do with
it.

Amother brave resolution reached by
him was to put the brakes on the man
who had promised to get him two mil-
lion dollars. Querck meant to have
some say in what he should or should
not do. Wasm’t Sarver to get a million
for his services? Very well. Querck
would do no more of his bidding. Noth-
ing out of reason, at any rate. Bur-
glary was beyond reason. He would put
his foot down on that and if Sarver
got nasty would call his bluff. He could
not pieture any man, let alone a crook
like Sarver, allowing a million dollars
to slip away.

These were the thoughts Alonzo
Querck carried with him from Mamaro-
neck station in the village taxi.

Sarver alighted tardily, having re-
mained aboard while Querck stumped
across the platform to the cab. He
went directly into the waiting room.
‘There was a double object in thatt—to
find a telephone and to distract the at-
tentiomn of the Mouse from Querck.

e call he made was to the Norton
house in New York. Ruth Mason was
just going off duty. He talked with
her.

She told him that the millionaire's
condition was unchanged.

“I have to use the stereotyped phrase
that he is resting eomdontadily, Mr. Sar-
ver,” addsd the nurse, “but it is mere
truthful than uswal. llis wenderful
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will power is holding him up. He is
waiting to hear from you, I think.”

Sarver observed the savor of curi-
osity in her closing sentence. He
guessed aright that Miss Mason contem-
plated him with considerable interest
since her talk with the Mouse. She
hoped that if he intrusted her with a
message to Norton it might enlighten
her somewhat. The fact he was tele-
phoning instead of returning to the
house as he had planned, suggested there
would be a message.

“Fine,” said Sarver, referring to Nor-
ton's condition. “¥ill you tell him
please, Miss Masonm, that I have obtained
an opinion and everything is all right #*

Fifteen seconds ticked by. *Is that
all?” she asked, and now he found dis-
appointment in her inflection.

“Yees. Wiill you give the exact words,
please?” He repeated them distinctly,
gravely, but his eyes twinkled as he
visioned her correctly frowning over the
effort to glean something from the com-
munication.

She wrote it down and read it back
to him.

“Thamks.” He was about to twit her
further when she got in ahead of him.

“Shall I say where you’re phoning
from, Mr. Sarver?” she inquired inno-
cently.

This was a toll call, not long dis-
tance, so the operator had not announced
the calling station.

“It doesn’t matter,” returned Sarver.
“Tell Mr. Norton I had to run out of
town to get what he wanted. I'll see
him early to-morrow. I'm in Mamaro-
neck now," lie said disarmingly, to con-
vince her thit his whereabouts really
was of no importance.

“Oh,” said Miiss Masom, disappointed
again that he had told her where he was.
She wouild have preferred him to be
secretive, for that wewld have con-
formed to the hint of intrigue she had
gathered from the little detective.

Il give Mr. Nomtom your message,
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Mr. Sarver.” Tihere seemed no more
to be said.

“Miiss Mason——" He detained her
on the wire.

uy@sr}w

“Waonld you resemt a personal ques-
tion?"

“Wihy, no; of course not.”

Sarver was merry, but his tone was

sober. He put the query really, as an
assertion.

“You have an appointment this eve-
ning ?*

Its suddenness made her stammer.

“Wiith a man who called while I was
talking with Mr. Norton this after-
noon,” continued Sarver confidently, but
not impudently.
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